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TO 


Me.    JOSEPH   T.    EDDLESTON, 

OF   ST.    PIERRE   1ES    CALAIS. 

Mr  dearest  Joseph, 

Has  friendship  its  duties  as  well  as  its  privileges, 
and  do  those  who  are  united  in  its  honds  consider  how  best 
they  may  preserve  it  alive  in  all  its  freshness  and  vigour,  by 
ministering,  if  possible,  to  each  other's  enjoyments,  and  by 
presenting  tokens  of  mutual  esteem  and  affection  ?  Then  let 
this  be  my  excuse  for  inscribing  to  your  name  these  first 
productions  of  my  humble  muse,  in  the  hope  that,  at  least, 
they  may  serve  as  some  faint  remembrancers  of  that  brief 
but  happy  period,  spent  by  me  at  St.  Pierre,  when  I  was 
solaced  with  your  friendship  and  cheered  by  your  constant 
companionship,  unwearied  attentions,  and  love. 


Yet,  since  I  do  not  at  all  profess  any  skill  in  the  art  of 

poetry  (these  being  written  merely  to  fill  up  my  leisure  time, 

thrown  as  I  am  in  the  midst  of  entire  strangers  in  London) , 

I  beg  you  will  therefore  be  very  sparing  in  your  criticisms, 

and  that  you  will  regard  this  little  volume  simply  in  its  true 

light,  as  a  souvenir  of  tender  affection  entertained  towards 

you,  by  one  whose  daily  prayers  are  offered  up  on  your  behalf 

to  the  Most  High  God,  that  He  may  make  you  the  continual 

subject  of  his  Almighty  grace  and  care  and  love,  that  he  may 

ever  screen  you  from  the  seductive  snares  of  the  world's  vices 

and  temptations,  make  your  life  useful  and  happy,  your  death 

triumphant  and  glorious,  and  finally  administer  to  you  and 

all  who  are  near  and  dear  unto  you  an  abundant  entrance 

into  His  everlasting  kingdom,  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

I  am,  my  dear  Joseph, 

Your  loving  friend  and  soul's  wellwisher, 

ALEXANDER  GRAHAM. 
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ORIGINAL    POEMS. 


THOUGHTS    OF    HEAVEN. 

It  is  the  evening  hour,  and  all  around 
Is  peaceful  and  serene  ;  the  western  sky, 
Glows  with  refulgent  lustre  as  the  sun 
Sheds  his  last  lingering  rays  upon  the  scene 
So  fair  and  tranquil.     'Tis  a  holy  time  ; 
Nature  seems  hushed  into  a  sweet  repose, 
And  with  a  silent  eloquence  invites 
To  serious  meditation.  Let  me  then 
Attend  to  her  monition,  and  withdraw 
From  earth's  vain  noise  and  bustle  for  awhile, 
To  ponder  things  celestial  and  sublime. 
My  thoughts  shall  be  of  Heaven,  that  land  of 

bliss 
And  joy  immortal,  where  in  glory  bright 
The  ransomed  of  the  Lord  shall  stand,  redeemed 
From  sin  and  death,  brought  safely  home  and 

crowned 


With  songs  triumphant  and  with  endless  praise. 
Then  rise,  my  soul !  awhile  forget  this  world 
Of  cares  and  trials ;  'tis  beneath  thy  thought  ; 
On  contemplation's  holiest  wings  arise  ! 
Survey  that  goodly  land,  the  home  prepared 
For  thee  and  all  the  suffering  saints  of  God. 
Muse  on  its  glorious  King,  its  heavenly  joys, 
Their  high  prerogatives  who  enter  there  ; 
Nor  cease,  till  ravished  with  the  thoughts,  the 

prayer 
Of  faith   ascends,   "  Lord,    send  thy  light  and 

truth, 
And  let  them  guide  me  to  thy  blest  abode, 
Where  from  thy  presence  spring  and  flow  those 

streams 
Of  endless  bliss  to  satiate  the  soul, 
And  fill  with  rapture,  ecstacy,  and,  love." 
And  thou,  Celestial  Spirit,  I  invoke 
Thy  influence  and  aid ;  descend  as  when 
On  David's  harp  thou  didst  come  down  and  gave 
Such  sweetness  to  his  song  ;  inspire  and  fill 
My  heart  with  love  seraphic  ;  fire  my  thoughts 
And  cause  my  meditations  to  ascend, 
Grateful  as  fragrant  incense  in  thy  sight. 

'Tis  sweet  to  think  of  home.  It  cheers  the  heart 
Of  the  poor  wayworn  traveller,  and  gives 
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Fresh  courage  to  his  mind.     He  longs  to  meet 

The  loved  ones  there,  and  clasped  in  the  embrace 

Of  fond  affection,  to  forget  the  toils 

And  dangers  of  the  way.     How  swells  his  heart 

With  rapturous  emotion,  as  from  far 

He  sees  the  humble  roof !  More  eager  still 

He  presses  onward  in  his  course,  nor  halts 

Till  safely  he  has  reached  his  journey's  end. 

Thus  with  the  Christian.  Life  he  knows  at  best 
Is  but  a  pilgrimage,  beset  with  cares 
And  marked  with  sorrows  ;  oft  the  tear  will  flow, 
The  sigh  be  heaved,  and  his  afflicted  heart 
Groan  in  its  depths  of  anguish  ;  but  beyond 
\  These   troubled  scenes,   Faith   lifts  her  steady 
hand 
And  points  to  joys  immortal,  while  the  words 
Of  holiest  hope,  which  from  the  sacred  lips 
Of  the  Redeemer  fell,  inspire  and  fill 
The  mind  with  comfort.    "Fear  ye  not/'  he  saith, 
"  In  yon  bright  world,  my  Father's  high  abode, 
Are  many  mansions  ;  thither  first  I  go, 
Your  Guide  and  sure  Forerunner,  to  prepare 
A  place  for  you,  and  soon  again  will  come 
And  take  you  to  myself,  that  where  I  am 
There  also  may  my  faithful  servant  he." 
Transporting  words  !  refreshing  to  the  heart, 


And  to  the  soul  reviving  !     Soon  shall  cease 

Life's  numerous  cares  and  conflicts,  soon  the  cross 

Shall  be  exchanged  for  an  immortal  crown, 

The  pilgrim's  staff  be  laid  aside  to  bear 

The  victor's  conquering  palm  and  endless  bliss, 

Surpassing  thought !  our  final  portion  be 

In  the  majestic  palace  of  the  skies. 

O  Zion  !  city  of  the  Lord  Most  High  ! 

What   glorious  things  are  said  of  thee !   thou 

throne 
And  seat  of  the  Eternal !  where  he  dwells 
Shrouded  in  dazzling  brightness,  which  illumes 
Thy   sacred    courts,  and    gilds    thy    gorgeous 

towers 
With  light  resplendent.    All  thy  walls  are  formed 
Of  precious  jasper,  and  thy  pearly  gates, 
So  pure  and  beautiful,  stand  open  wide 
For  faithful  souls  to  enter  ;  where  arrayed 
In  spotless  robes,  they  tread  thy  golden  streets 
Clear  as  transparent  crystal,  and  partake 
Of  fruits  ambrosial,  which  spontaneous  grow 
On  trees  of  life,  and  quaff  the  blissful  streams 
Which  gladden  thee,  blest  city  of  our  God  ! 
How  must  the  lonely  seer  have  felt,  when  he 
In  Patmos  isle  beheld  thee !  Sure  the  wish 
Must  then  have  filled  his  heart,     "0  for  the 

wings 


Of  doves,  then  would  I  fly  far  hence  from  scenes 
Of  sin  and- sorrow,  safely  there  to  rest 
In  that  delightful  Paradise  above." 

But  still  how  faint  must  our  conceptions  be 
Of  Heaven's  eternal  glories,  the  reward 
Of  suffering  patience  and  obedient  faith  ! 
For  has  it  not  a  height  we  cannot  scale  ; 
A  depth  unfathomed  by  the  human  mind ; 
A  breadth  immeasurably  vast,  and  length 
That  knows  no  limit,  running  parallel 
And  boundless  as  eternity  itself? 
Thus  felt  the  great  apostle,  when  upborne 
From  earth  and  far  beyond  these  lower  things 
To   where   the  archangel  hymns   his   ceaseless 

song, 
Veiled  in  adoring  awe,  and  prostrate  falls 
Before  the  face  of  Majesty  Divine. 
No  speech  nor  language  can  he  find  to  tell 
The  unutterable  glories  of  the  place. 
O'erpowered  with  the  bright  vision,  he  declares, 
"  Eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  mortal  ear  hath  heard, 
Nor  heart  conceived  the  joys  prepared  on  high, 
By  God  himself,  for  those  that  love  the  Lord." 
And  yet  my  eye  hath  gazed  on  many  scenes 
Of  nature,  beautifully  fair,  and  decked 
In  all  her  rich  variety  of  charms. 


I've  seen  her  throw  aside  the  snowy  robe 

Of  Winter,  and  put  on  the  green  array 

Of  smiling  Spring,  and  this  again  exchange 

For  Summer's  mantling  foliage,  which  in  turn 

Gave  place  to  Autumn's  glowing  tints  and  dyes 

Not  to  be  equalled  by  the  limner's  hand. 

I've  paced  the  walks  of  the  parterre,  where 

flowers 
Of  richest  colours  opened  to  the  sun 
Their  blooming  beauty,  and  with  perfume  sweet 
Regaled  the  sense  while  they  embalmed  the  air, 
And  shed  upon  the  breeze  their  odorous  scents. 
The  lofty  mountain's  summits  I  have  ranged, 
And  looked  upon  the  landscape  spread  below, 
Like  some  fair  picture  lovely  to  behold, 
Where    smiling    pastures,    valleys   thick  with 

corn, 
Meandering  streamlet  or  wide-spreading  lake, 
Lent  to  the  scene  a  charm,  and  filled  the  mind 
With  sweet  emotion  and  with  strange  delight. 
But  oh  !  the  eye  ne'er  saw  aught  to  compare 
With  Canaan's  happy  regions,  or  the  bowers 
Of  that  celestial  Eden,  where  no  blight 
Of  sin  or  death  may  enter,  but  the  Lord 
Himself — its  beauty  and  its  endless  light — 
Shall  be  the  joy  of  his  enraptured  saints. 
My  ear  hath  heard  rich  and  melodious  sounds 


Of  music,  such  as  did  enchant  my  mind, 
And  powerfully  excite  its  sympathies. 
How  oft  when  in  some  old  cathedral  dim, 
Where  with  the  deep-toned  organ's  solemn  sound 
The  choral  voices  would  harmonious  blend, 
And  loud  "  Te  Deum"  chant,  ascribing  praise 
To  Him  whose  glory  fills  both  earth  and  sky, 
Mine  inmost  soul  hath  felt  as  if  the  place 
Were  Heaven's  portals,  charmed  and  hushed  and 

awed 
Into  a  holy  reverence  profound. 
Sometimes  the  loud  harmonic  burst  would  swell 
And  peal  its  echoes  through  the  vaulted  roof, 
As  if  into  the  soul  it  would  infuse 
A  spirit-stirring  influence,  and  rouse 
Its  energies  to  vie  with  choirs  above 
In  celebrating  the  Almighty's  fame. 
Again  'twould  sink  in  peaceful  tones  subdued, 
And  sweetly  fall  upon  the  listening  ear 
Like  sounds  from  seraph's  lyre,  touching  some 

chord 
Within  the  breast,  evoking  thence  the  sigh, 
And  causing  tears  of  tenderness  to  flow. 

But  what  is  earthly  music  to  compare 
With  the  celestial  symphonies,  when  saints 
And  angels  in  one  blissful  chorus  join 
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To  praise  redeeminglove?  They  strike  their  harps 

Of  gold,  while  all  the  heavenly  courts  resound 

With  joyous  acclamations  ;  this  their  song, — 

"  To  Him  who  sits  on  the  empyrean  throne, 

Lord  of  the  universe  !  and  to  the  Lamb 

That  for  the  guilt  of  wretched  men  was  slain, 

Be  honour,  glory,  majesty  and  power, 

With  benediction  endlessly  ascribed/' 

Oh  !  ne'er  on  human  ear  did  fall  such  sounds 

As  those  sung  by  immortals — heavenly  notes 

Which  ravish  with  delight,  nor  pause,  nor  end, 

Nor  interruption  know,  since  grief  nor  pain 

Can  never  find  an  entrance  to  disturb 

Or  mar  with  sadness  those  bright  songs  of  joy 

Which  through  a  long  eternity  will  prove 

The  glorious  work  of  all  the  saints  redeemed. 

Nor  can  the  highest,  loftiest  thoughts  of  man, 

Howe'er  exalted  and  howe'er  refined, 

Conceive  aright  its  glories.     Fancy,  too, 

On  her  bright,  soaring,  and  expansive  wings, 

Must  fail  to  paint  it ;  we  perchance  might  think 

Of  other  worlds  and  other  scenes  than  ours, 

Ten  thousand  times  more  lovely,  brighter  skies 

And  fairer  flowers  and  plains  outstretching  wide  ; 

Adorned  with  fadeless  foliage,  with  the  breath 

Of  odorous  spices  filling  all  the  air, 

And  Eden  beauties  meeting  still  the  view. 


But  all  such  fond  imaginings  were  vain, 
And  far  beneath  the  subject.     Now  indeed, 
"  It  doth  not  yet  appear  what  we  shall  be, 
How  glorious  and  how  happy  ;  but  we  know 
When  He,  the  Saviour,  shall  again  appear, 
We  shall  be  like  him  in  his  own  bright  land, 
For  there  shall  we  behold  him  as  he  is." 

Enough,  my  soul ;  here  let  thy  thoughts  be  stayed, 
On  thy  Redeemer,  since  'tis  He  alone, 
Makes  heaven  heaven;  He  it  is  that  fills 
With  joy  the  bright  archangels,  that  inspires 
Their  songs  with  highest  gladness,  and  gives 
To  them  such  rapture.     Were  he  absent  there, 
It  were  no  heaven ;  all  its  splendours  then 
Would  be  eclipsed,  and  its  fair  sights  become 
But  as  an  empty  pageant  when  deprived 
Of  Him,  its  light,  and  glory,  and  defence. 
But  there  He  lives,  He  dwells,  He  reigns  en- 
throned, 
Once  called  the  Man  of  Sorrows  ;  on  His  brow 
No  thorn-crown  now  is  seen,  nor  bloody  scar 
Mars  those  blest  features.     Oh  !  how  blest  to  gaze 
On  Him  who  gave  His  life  for  worthless  me, 
To  see  the  hands  once  pierced  with  cruel  nails, 
The  body  wounded  on  the  accursed  tree, 
And  mark  the  mighty  Conqueror  who  by  death 
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Destroyed  the  tyrant's  power,  and  overcame 
Its  bitter  sharpness,  and  did  open  wide 
Heaven's  glorious  kingdom  to  believers  true. 
Oh  !  if  with  yonder  elders  round  the  throne, 
I  once  were  privileged  to  sit,  like  them 
I'd  tear  the  glittering  crown  from  off  my  head 
And  cast  it  at  His  feet ;  while  loud  as  theirs 
My  voice  should  sound,  "  Worthy  the  Lamb  I" 
The  Lamb  that  shed  for  me  His  precious  blood, 
And  washed  me  in  its  fountain ;  that  redeemed 
My  soul  from  sin  and  danger,  and  did  bring 
Me  in  safe  keeping  to  His  glorious  home  ; 
Crowned  me  a  king  and  priest,  and  bade  me  be 
A  pillar  in  His  temple,  never  more 
To  go  therefrom,  but  serve  him  day  and  night 
With  grateful  homage;  and  on  angel  bands 
I'd  call  to  help  me  in  ascribing  praise 
And  endless  honours  for  such  matchless  love — 
Love  never  to  be  fathomed  ;  like  himself, 
Glorious  and  infinite,  above  all  thought. 
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THE  CROSS. 

Hail  !  sacred  symbol  of  our  Christian  faith  ! 
Which  brings  to  mind  a  Saviour's  love  and  death ; 
I  bid  thee  hail !  though  infidels  may  scoff, 
Or  wild  enthusiasts  raise  the  sneering  laugh, 
Though  they  may  slight  thee,  mystic,  holy  sign ! 
Remembrance  of  Jesu's  grace  divine, 
Nor  aught  in  thee  can  see  their  hearts  to  move, 
Or  wake  to  penitence,  or  warm  with  love, 
To  me  thou  speak'st  of  Calvary's  dark  stain, 
Where  Christ,  the  guiltless  Lamb  of  God,  was 

slain ; 
Of  tears,  of  agony,  of  blood  and  woe, 
Of  bitterest  grief  none  save  himself  could  know  ; 
Of  shame  and  insult,  mockery  and  scorn, 
The  bitter  cup,  the  nails,  the  spear,  the  thorn  ; 
Of  that  dread  cry,  so  strange,  so  deep,  so  loud, 
"  Oh !    why   dost   thou   forsake,  my    God,  my 

God?"  ' 
Of  rending  earthquakes,  darkened  earth  and  sky, 
Nature  convulsed  at  his  expiring  cry, 
The  temple's  veil  asunder  rent  in  twain, 
To  show  the  way  to  heaven  was  now  made  plain, 
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That  man  might  now  have  free  access  to  God, 
And  peace  obtain  through  the  Redeemer's  blood. 
Oh  then  !  let  men  despise  thee,  sacred  thing ! 
Yet  such  associations  round  thee  cling, 
Such  love  and  sorrow  thou  dost  call  to  mind, 
Such  great  salvation  purchased  for  mankind, 
Such  blissful  triumphs  over  death  and  hell, 
Such  joys  procured  thereby  no  tongue  can  tell, 
As  make  me  love  to  fix  on  thee  my  gaze, 
Till  thoughts  enkindled  fill  my  soul  with  praise 
To  Him  who  on  the  Cross  his  head  did  bow, 
And  said,  expiring,  "  It  is  finished  now /" 
Finished  by  painful  sufferings  on  the  tree, 
Man's  full  redemption,  glorious,  rich  and  free. 
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THE  FAVOURITE  FLOWER. 

I  LOVE  to  mark  the  rose's  bloom, 

Bedewed  with  tears  of  May, 
I  love  to  smell  its  rich  perfume, 
Ere  it  has  known  decay  ; 

The  beauteous  bride, 

'Midst  pomp  and  pride, 
In  nuptial  garments  drest, 

In  that  bright  hour, 

This  lovely  flower, 
Will  place  upon  her  breast. 

I  love  the  lily's  graceful  air, 

The  wallflower's  stately  mien, 
The  tulip's  tints  and  colours  rare, 
With  leaves  of  brighest  green  ; 
The  pink's  perfume, 
The  dahlia's  bloom, 
And  pansy's  purple  dyes. 
How  bright !  how  fair  ! 
Their  colours  are ! 
What  odours  from  them  rise  ! 
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But  yet  by  me  one  gentle  flower 
Is  held  more  dear  than  they, 
It  charms  my  walks  at  evening's  hour 
Nor  courts,  nor  loves  display — 

The  primrose  pale, 

Which  in  the  vale, 
In  modest  beauty  grows, 

Mild  flower  of  spring  ! 

Thy  grace  I  sing, 
My  lovely,  sweet  primrose  ! 
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HAPPINESS. 

Not  all  the  bright  gold  of  Australia's  wide  plains, 
Not  all  the  vast  wealth  that  rich  India  contains, 
Nor  the  pomp  of  a  monarch  with  sceptre  and 

crown, 
Can  confer  solid  joy  or  give  true  peace  to  man. 
Not  in  gorgeous  saloons  nor  in  gay  courtly  halls, 
Where  from  silvery  cressets  the  bright  lustre  falls, 
And  luxury  revels,  'midst  music  and  wine — 
Oh !  not  here  does  true  Happiness  fix  her  fair 

shrine. 
She  dwells  with  the  lowly  and  contrite  in  heart, 
With  the  pure  and  the  good  who   from  evil 

depart, 
With  the  saint  whose  rich  treasure  is  laid  up 

above, 
Who  enjoys  Heaven's  favour,  approval,  and  love. 
Yes,  a  peace  is  the  Christian's,  unfelt  and  un- 
known 
By  all,  save  the  Zion-bound  travellers  alone  ; 
And  oh,  theirs  is  a  happiness  free  from  alloy, 
A  glorious,  unspeakable,  rapturous  joy. 
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NIGHT   SONG. 

Sleep,  my  love,  sleep, 

Fond  arms  surround  thee, 
Bright  angels  keep 

Vigils  around  thee, 
And  hushed  is  their  praising, 
While  bent  o'er  thee,  gazing 
With  love  that's  amazing, 

To  guard  thy  repose  ! 

Light  be  the  dreams 
Thy  fancy  enwreathing, 

Fair  as  day's  beams, 

And  sweet  as  thy  breathing  ; 

Oh  Night !  shed  thy  blessing, 

This  dear  one  caressing 

With  slumbers  refreshing 

As  dew  to  the  flowers. 

Bless  him,  oh  bless  ! 

And  shield  from  all  dangers ; 
Crown  him  with  grace, 

Thou  Lord  of  the  angels  ; 
And  through  his  life  ever, 
May  joy's  purest  river, 
From  thee,  bounteous  Giver, 

Flow  plenteously  still. 
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THE  CLOSING  FLOWER. 

I  SAW  a  pale  flower  shut  at  close  of  day  ; 

It  hung  its  drooping  head,  and  seemed  to  say, 

"  Ah  me  !  my  only  comfort  is  withdrawn, 

How  can  I  live  without  the  cheering  sun  ?" 

Night  wept  for  sympathy,  and  dew-drops  fell 

On  all  its  leaves  and  folded  cup  and  bell  ; 

Soft  zephyrs  sighed,  as  if  they,  too,  would  mourn 

Its  sad  condition,  pensive  and  forlorn. 

But  soon  arose  the  golden  orb  of  day 

In  eastern  skies,  and  smiled  its  grief  away. 

Like  love  in  tears,  it  seemed  more  sweet,  more 

fair, 
And  breathed  a  richer  fragrance  on  the  air; 
And  thus  refreshed,  endured  the  burning  noon, 
Disclosing  full  to  view  its  loveliest  bloom. 
Oh  !  sweet  the  lesson  which  that  frail  flower 

taught, 
Could  we  but  learn  from  nature  as  we  ought ; 
Sorrow  may  come,  and  grief's  sad  cloudy  day, 
And  smiling  hopes  be  snatched  from  us  away  ; 
But  generous  friends  our  hearts  shall  cheer  and 

bless 
With  deeds  of  love  and  words  of  tenderness. 
And  for  the  night  of  weeping  shall  be  given 
A  morn  of  joy,  serene  and  pure  as  heaven. 

c 
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THE  TRANSFIGURATION. 

Not  as  on  Sinai,  when  fierce  lightnings  flashed, 
And  awful  thunders  roared  along  the  sky, 

Not  as  on  Horeb,  when  the  seer  abashed 
Dared  not  to  gaze  while  Deity  passed  by, 

Stood  the  Incarnate  on  Mount  Tabor's  height, 

But  robed  in  glory  fairer  and  more  bright. 

His  raiment,  pure  as  the  unsullied  snow, 
Dazzles  the  loved  disciples'  wondering  eyes, 

His  face,  lit  up  with  a  celestial  glow, 

Transcends  the  noonday  splendour  of  the  skies ; 

While  circling  clouds  effulgent  round  him  shine, 

Transfigured  there  in  majesty  divine. 

And  now  what  wonder  upon  wonders  throng : 
Two  bright  immortals  there  with  him  appear, 

Rapt  in  unearthly  converse  ;  from  each  tongue 
Fall  words  of  awful  import  on  his  ear. 

What  theme  sublime  doth  thus  their  thoughts 
command, 

As  on  the  holy  mount  with  him  they  stand  ? 
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Do  they  converse  of  Heaven's  ethereal  halls  ? 

The  gorgeous  grandeur  of  its  golden  pave, 
Its  pearly  battlements  and  jasper  walls, 

Its  sea  of  glass  unruffled  by  a  wave, 
Its  flashing  light  that  mocks  the  unclouded  sun, 
And  all  the  bliss  of  that  high  temple  dome  ? 

Speak  they  of  harps  attuned  to  sweetest  strains, 
And  crowns  that  glitter  on  immortal  brows  ? 
Of  white-robed  choirs   that   tread   the   eternal 
plains, 
And  crystal  streams  that  glide  through  ama- 
ranth bowers? 
Of  thrones  that  sparkle  with  intensest  blaze, 
Almost  o'erpowering  an  archangel's  gaze  ? 

Ah  no !  far  other  themes  their  thoughts  employ : 
Proud  Salem's  haughty  and  indignant  scorn, 

The  insulting  mob,  the  infuriate  rabble-cry, 
His  sufferings  sad,  by  nails  and  scourges  torn, 

And  dread  decease  on  the  accursed  tree, 

Midst  shame  and  pain  and  untold  agony  ! 

Oh  strange  !  that  in  that  hour  of  wondrous  bliss, 
"When  Tabor  glowed  with  strong  celestial 
light, 

They  then  should  speak  of  the  foul  traitor's  kiss, 
And  Calvary's  horrors  veiled  in  blackest  night, 
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That  while  his  garments  so  pellucid  shone, 
They'd  talk  of  robes  of  mockery  and  scorn  ! 

Strange  that  while  glory  circled  round  his  brow, 
And  beamed  in  dazzling  splendour  from  his  face, 
They'd  tell  of  thorns  that  should  those  temples 
crown, 
While  soldiers  spit  and  buffet  and  disgrace  ; 
That  that  bright  triumph  soon  should  end  in  woe, 
While  from  the  cross  his  life-blood  down  would 
flow! 

Nay,  let  our  Avonder  cease  ;  it  was  not  strange, 
No   theme  more  fitting  could  their  tongues 
employ, 
These  were  the  weapons  that  should  break  sin's 
chains, 
And  Satan's  kingdom  finally  destroy. 
The  Cross,  the  Cross  should  win  him  blest  re- 
nown, 
Bruise  Satan's  head  and  raise  us  to  a  crown ! 

By  this  the  eternal  portals  should  unfold, 
And  Heaven  to  all  believers  open  wide  ; 

By  this  the  stone  should  from  the  tomb  be  rolled, 
And  joj'-s  beyond  it  be  by  faith  descried  ; 

The  monster  Death  by  this  should  lose  its  sting, 

And  victory  o'er  it  joyful  saints  would  sing. 
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0  Tabor  !  Tabor  !  oft  my  soul  would  climb 
Thy  sacred  heights,  and  breathe  thy  hallowed 
air, 

Oft  muse  upon  that  wondrous  scene  sublime, 
And  feel  it  good  and  heavenly  to  be  there  ! 

Like  those  bright  spirits  I  the  Cross  would  view — 

An  angel's  theme,  mine  would  I  make  it  too. 

But  there's  a  mount — oh  blest  who  there  shall 
stand ! 

Nor  leave  its  raptures,  nor  its  glories  more  ; 
There  higher  splendours  shall  adorn  the  Lamb, 

While  saints  triumphant  worship  and  adore, 
And  see  unveiled  his  heavenly  face  divine, 
And  all  transformed  in  his  bright  likeness  shine. 
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INVITATION  TO  SPRING. 

Spread  thy  green  mantle,  Spring, 
Strew  the  sweet  flowers, 

Leaves  to  the  forest  bring, 
Birds  to  the  bowers. 

Verdure  and  beauty  spread, 

With  genial  hand, 
Sunshine  and  gladness  shed 

Wide  o'er  the  land. 

In  the  light  zephyrs  breathe, 

Smile  in  the  sun, 
From  the  fresh  flowerets  weave 

Garlands  at  noon. 

Take  for  thy  jewels  bright 

Dewdrops  fresh  born, 
Sparkling  like  gems  of  light, 

Brilliants  of  morn. 

Thee,  warblers  with  melody, 

Joyous  shall  hail, 
And  lambs  shall,  in  sportive  glee, 

Frisk  in  the  vale. 
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The  lovers  at  eventide, 

Peaceful  and  still, 
Shall  wander  forth  by  the  side 

Of  the  lone  rill, 

And  breathe  forth  impassioned  vows, 

Tender  and  sweet, 
Or  cull  for  the  maiden's  brows, 

Flowers  at  their  feet. 

Appear  then,  in  beauty  decked, 

'  Bid  Winter  flee, 
All  things  shall  welcome  back 
Sunshine  and  thee. 
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A    WISH    FOR    A    FRIEND. 

If  Heaven  my  true  and  fond  petitions  hear, 
Round  thee  its  angels  shall  be  always  near, 
To  shield  from  harm,  from  danger  to  defend, 
And  watchful  o  er  thy  every  step  attend. 
Blest   thought,    'tis   so !  yea,  higher  grant  be- 
stowed, 
Thy  guard  the  angels  and  the  angels'  God  ! 
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SOLACE  IN  SORROW. 

Sweet  thoughts  now  on  my  musing  mind  distil, 

As  on  the  flower  the  silent  dews  of  even, 
Soothing  the  anguish  of  my  murmuring  will, 

And  gently  bending  it  to  that  of  Heaven. 
Let  me  indulge  then  meditation's  vein, 

And  from  the  past  some  holy  lessons  draw ; 
Let  me  some  annals  study  of  that  train 

Of  glorious  witnesses  the  world  once  saw, 
And  learn,  that  oft  when  earth  would  seem  most 

drear, 
That   heaven    may  then    to   us  be  still  more 
near. 

O'er  desert  lands  fled  Jacob,  pilgrim  lone, 

Filled   was   his   heart   with   grief  and   wild 
affright, 
His  weary  head  he  rested  on  a  stone, 

His  only  canopy  the  clouds  of  night. 
Far  was  he  then  from  his  fond  mother's  care, 

Far  from  the  scenes  that  charmed  his  child- 
hood's gaze, 
Far  from  the  dying  patriarch's  hallowed  prayer, 

And  far  from  all  he  loved  in  happier  days ; 
Yet  there  bright  angels  bent  o'er  him  their  wing  ; 
There  was  he  blest,  too,  by  the  angels'  King. 
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From  palace-halls  the  princely  Moses  fled, 
And  dwelt  a  stranger  in  the  Midian  land. 
The  regal  circlet  torn  from  off  his  head, 

And  wealth  and  power  now  parted  from  his 
hand. 
Sighs  not  the  shepherd  for  his  former  state, 
And  all  the  pomp  which  once  did  him  sur- 
round ? 
Longs  he  not  now  for  Egypt's  honours  great, 
And  those  bright  gifts  with  which  he  once  was 
crowned? 
Ah  no  !  for  there  by  God  himself  he's  trained 
For  holier  rule,  and  deeds  of  mightier  fame. 


In  prison  walls  lay  sleeping  Peter  bound, 

Between  two  soldiers  guarding  at  each  side. 
Will  not  the  tyrant's  fury  now  be  crowned, 

And  morn's  expectant  murder  glut  his  pride  ? 
Then  must  the  loved  apostle  meet  the  gaze 

Of  wrathful    men,    inflamed    with    bitterest 
hate  ; 
Then  must  he  painful  tortures  firmly  face, 

And  martyrdom,  which  doth  for  him  await. 
Not  so, — an  angel  comes  and  breaks  his  chain, 
Bursts    prison    doors,    andj    leads     him     forth 
again. 
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On  rocky  Patmos'  dreary  desert  isle, 

The  aged-John  must  make  his  wretched  home, 
No  loved  one  near  his  sorrows  to  beguile, 

Nor  voice  to  cheer  his  solitude  so  lone  ; 
Surely  his  heart  keen  anguish  now  must  know, 

With  life's  dark  cup  of  bitterness  thus  filled, 
An  exile  bowed  with  years,  and  griefs,  and  woe, 

Whence  can  a  joy  to  cheer  him  be  distilled  ? 
Oh  !  there  Heaven's  glory  meets  his  wondering 

gaze, 
With   robes  of   light    and    crowns  of  joy  and 
praise. 

So  'tis  when  midnight  clouds  of  heaviest  grief 

Would  shroud  the  soul  like  dark  funereal  pall, 
The  dawn  is  nearest  that  will  bring  relief, 

And  Heaven's  blest  smile  shall  dissipate  them 
all; 
Then  in  the  light  of  grace  our  souls  shall  own 

The  wondrous  dealings  of  our  God  above, 
Who  trials  sends  as  pathways  to  the  throne, 

Yea,  proofs  and  pledges  of  His  changeless  love. 
Trust  then,  my  soul,  the  guidance  of  His  hand, 
Safe  shall  he  lead  thee  to  His  own  bright  land. 
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HEAVEN'S  ESTIMATE. 

It  was  the  solemn  hour  of  prayer,  and  at  the 

Temple's  shrine, 
Two  men  did  there  themselves  present,  to  seek 

the  grace  divine ; 
One  wore  religion's  sacred   garb,   phylacteries 

broad  and  wide, 
While  pompous  looks  and  words  declared  his 

Pharisaic  pride ; 
And  men  beheld  with  reverent  awe  the  godly 

devotee, 
And  thought,  sure  favoured  much   of  Heaven 

that  holy  man  must  be. 

The  other  did  not  dare  draw  near,  unworthy  he 

confessed, 
His  downcast  eyes  looked  to  the  ground,  his 

hand  smote  on  his  breast. 
One  humble  prayer  that  suppliant  breathed — 

what  might  its  purport  be  ? 
A  sinner,  Lord!  behold  I  stand ;  be  merciful  to  me! 
But   looks   of   cold  contempt   and   scorn  men 

fastened  on  him  there, 
And  blessed  the  grace  on  them  bestowed,  that 

they  so  different  were. 
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Yet  from  the  unerring  lips  of  Christ,  this  won- 
drous sentence  fell : 

Which  of  these  men  was  justified?  hearken,  and 
I  shall  tell. 

That  humble  prayer  on  high  was  heard,  and 
answered  by  the  Lord  ; 

The  other's  offering,  marked  by  pride  and  boast- 
ing, was  abhorred. 

The  Pharisee  left  as  he  came,  unblest  and  un- 
forgiven, 

The  Publican  went  to  his  home  a  pardoned 
child  of  Heaven. 


30 


LINES  TO  A  FRIEND. 


Fain  would  I  bind  a  wreath  around  triv  brow, 
Woven  with   gems   brought  from  affection's 
shrine ; 

And  fain  declare  how  well-beloved  art  thou, 
"While  the  bright  coronal  I  would  entwine. 


Oh  !  deep  as  ocean's  dark  and  pearly  caves, 

Warm  as  the  breath  of  India's  sunnv  land, 
Firm   as  the  towering  rock  which  stems  the 
waves, 
And  pure  as  dew-drops  fresh  from  morning's 
hand. 

Such  the  affection  which  spontaneous  flows 
From  the  deep  fountain  of  my  heart  to  thee> 

Such  the  warm  loving  thrill  that  therein  glows, 
Alike  from  flattery  and  dissembling  free. 

Like  to  the  precious  oil  of  odorous  smell, 
Poured  on  the  holy  Aaron's  priestly  head, 

Or  like  the  dew  on  Hermon's  hill  that  fell, 
And  all  around  refreshing  moisture  shed. 
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So  has  thy  friendship,  as  a  healing  balm, 

Distilled  with  influence  sweet  upon  my  mind, 
And  o'er  my  faults  thy  hand  has  gently  drawn 

Love's  mantling   veil   from   envious  eyes  to 
blind. 
Oh  !  thine  be  health,  and  peace,  and  joy,  and 
love, 

And  all  the  good  my  heart  can  wish,  be  thine, 
Thine  be  the  glorious  crown  laid  up  above, 

All,  all  that  Heaven  can  give  be  ever  thine. 
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LOVE'S    MUSIC. 

There  are  sweet  sounds  which  on  the  ear, 

Fall  with  a  rapturous  spell. 
The  murmurs  of  the  streamlet  clear, 

Through  grove,  and  wood,  and  dell. 

The  music  of  the  forest  glade, 
When  sighs  the  summer  wind, 

The  distant  fall  of  the  cascade, 
The  woodnotes'  echoing  joined. 

The  organ's  rich  and  solemn  swell, 

Within  cathedral  dim, 
The  matin  song,  the  vesper  bell, 

The  chant  and  holy  hymn. 

All  these  are  dear,  and  do  convey 

A  charm  unto  the  heart, 
They  win  from  earthly  cares  away, 

Or  soothing  thoughts  impart. 

But  not  the  sounds  of  murmuring  rills, 
Nor  leaves  by  zephyrs  stirred, 

Nor  water's  rush,  nor  notes  which  fill 
The  woods  from  horn  or  bird. 

Nor  organ,  chant,  nor  vesper  bell, 

Oh  not  from  these  we  prove 
Such  pleasure  as  the  enrapturing  spell, 

The  voice  of  one  we  love. 


33 


A  PRAYER  WRITTEN  IMPROMPTU  ON 
LEAVING  CALAIS. 

O  Father,  'tis  thy  hand, 

Yet  save  me  in  this  hour, 
My  drooping  spirit  faints  oppressed, 
Beneath  the  tempter's  power. 
O,  from  thy  glorious  throne  above, 
From  thy  blest  mercy  seat  of  love, 
Let  me  thy  grace  and  succour  prove, 

And  shield  me  by  thy  power. 

Whom  have  I,  Lord,  but  thee, 

In  earth  or  heaven  above  ; 
And  what  do  I  so  much  desire 
As  thine  Almighty  love  ? 
Then,  Lord,  to  me  be  as  the  dew, 
My  fainting  soul  revive,  renew, 
And  with  fresh  courage  now  endue, 
In  duty's  path  to  move. 

A  guiding  pillar  thou 

To  ancient  Israel  wert, 
A  cloud  by  day,  a  fire  by  night, 

And  thus  before  them  went. 

D 
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0,  guide  me  then,  most  gracious  Lord, 
Still  by  thy  Spirit  and  thy  word, 
In  darkness,  heavenly  light  afford, 
And  bless  my  good  intent. 

And  now  when  friends  forsake, 

And  wound  with  words  unkind, 
Be  nearer  still,  my  God,  to  cheer, 
And  raise  my  suffering  mind. 
Let  me  in  thee  now  find  a  friend, 
Whose  love  will  bless  me  to  the  end, 
And  oh  '  may  I  at  last  ascend, 

To  thee  in  glory  joined. 
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SONNET. 

Oh  !  there  are  times  when  the  frail  spirit,  worn 
With  suffering  and  the  weight  of  worldly  ills, 
Would  long  to  be  on  doves'  fleet  pinions  borne 
Far  from  these  scenes   where  weary  pilgrims 

mourn, 
To  those  blest  realms  where  purest  joy  distils 
From-the  right  hand  of  God  for  evermore. 
Oh  !  to  be  landed  on  that  heavenly  shore, 
Safe  from  life's  surging  billows  and  the  storms 
Of  sin  and  sorrow  which  assail  the  soul, 
Secure  from  danger  and  from  death's  alarms, 
Long  as  eternity  itself  shall  roll. 
Patience  !  these  conflicts  soon  shall  all  be  o'er, 
And  we  shall  gain  our  Father's  happy  home. 
Amen,  amen  !  Lord,  let  thy  kingdom  come  ! 
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LINES. 

Oh  might  I  thus  in  one  short  sentence  say 
The  holiest  truths  the  gospel  would  convey, 
'Twould  need  a  pencil  dipped  in  heaven's  own 

light, 
The  theme  momentous  to  unfold  aright ; 
The  theme  which  charms  the  seraph-hosts  above, 
God  reconciled  in  Christ,  for  God  is  love  ! 
May   this   sweet   truth   engage   and   fill    your 

heart, 
And  in  that  love  may  you  still  share  a  part. 
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LIFE'S  PILGRIM  COMFORTED. 

"  And  the  ransomed  of  the  Lord  shall  return,  and  come  to 
Zion  with  songs  and  everlasting  joy  upon  their  heads  ;  the 
shall  obtain  joy  and  gladness,  and  sorrow  and  sighing  shall 
flee  away." — Isaiah  xxxv.  10. 

PlLGKBl.  in  desert  land, 

Longing  for  day, 
►*     Trust  to  the  guiding  band 

Pointing  thy  way. 
Beams  even  now  dawning 

From  Zion's  hill 
Give  tokens  of  morning; 

Wait  then,  be  still. 

Bright  shall  the  promise  shine, 

Glorious  and  free, 
When  'tis  made  fully  thine 

Darkness  shall  flee. 
Sorrow  shall  pass  away, 

Sin's  cloudy  night, 
All  shall  be  joyous  day, 

Splendid  and  bright. 
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Then  shall  be  given  thee, 

Mourning  one,  sad, 
Fair  gifts  to  enrich  thee, 

Making  thee  glad. 
Smiles  for  thy  falling  tears, 

Joy  for  thy  grief, 
Friends  for  thy  lonely  years 

Passing  belief. 

Balm  for  thy  bleeding  heart, 

Honour  for  shame, 
Love  for  the  cruel  darts 

Malice  did  aim. 
Rest  for  thy  weary  feet, 

Peace  for  alarms, 
Home  and  a  welcome  sweet 

In  thy  God's  arms. 

Pilgrim  in  desert  land, 

Wait  then  His  time, 
Trust  to  His  guiding  hand, 

Bliss  shall  be  thine. 
Soon  shall  thy  Saviour  come 

With  glorious  train, 
Then  shall  He  take  thee  home 

With  Him  to  reign. 
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ODE    TO    WINTER 

Summer  away  !  thy  golden  hours, 

And  bright  clear  skies  and  sunbeam's  glow, 
And  fragrant  odours  breathed  from  flowers, 

Away  !  these  mock  my  heart's  deep  woe. 

The  mind  undimmed  by  saddening  care 

May  revel  in  thy  joyous  prime, 
In  Nature's  mirth  may  claim  a  share, 

Anchgladsome  sport  in  summer  time. 

But  ah  !  the  inward  griefs  I  feel, 

Hope's  blighted  buds,  neglect's  foul  sting, 

Forbid  one  gleam  of  joy  to  steal 
O'er  my  sad  heart,  a  ruined  thing. 

Come,  Winter  !  tempest-laden,  come, 
With  moaning  winds  and  restless  storm  s 

While  white,  like  ocean's  billowy  foam, 
Descending  snow  thy  mantle  forms. 

Come,  for  my  spirit  owns  with  thee 

An  inward  sympathy  of  grief, 
In  thy  loud  blustering  revels  free, 

It  feels  a  charm  that  brings  relief. 
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Oh  !  I  must  mourn  departed  joys, 
Fleetiug  as  summer's  transient  stay  ; 

Oh  !  I  must  grieve  one  much-loved  voice 
Hath  passed,  for  ever  passed  away. 

Oh  !  I  must  sigh  for  friends  estranged, 
For  youth's  fond  expectations  crushed, 

The  smiles  of  joy  to  sorrow  changed, 
And  love  by  bitter  envy  hushed. 

Then  let  me  hail  thy  dark  return, 
Season  of  mist,  and  cold,  and  gloom, 

'Twould  seem  as  if  with  me  thou'dst  mourn 
My  heart's  sad  desolated  doom. 
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INVITATION  TO  EARLY  PIETY. 

LINES   TO    A  FRIEND. 

Fair  is  thy  youth  and  bright  as  cloudless  morn, 
When  orient  splendours  mark  returning  day, 
And  sweet  as  flowers  which  spring's  green  robe 
adorn, 
Thy  beauty's  freshness  and  the  smiles  which 
play 
Graceful  o'er  features,  index  of  a  mind, 
Gentle  and  loving,  amiable  and  kind. 

Beauty  and  Love  !  endearing  gifts  of  Heaven, 
(Immortal  these,  the  saints'  consummate  joy), 

Since  now  to  thee  thy  God  has  kindly  given, 
Wilt   thou  not  then  for   Him    thy  powers 
employ  ? 

Wilt  thou  not  bow  thy  heart  and  bend  thy  knee, 

And  let  thy  all  devoted  to  Him  be? 

Oh,  this  will  add  a  nobler,  lovelier  charm, 
And  cause  each  grace  more  brightly  still  to 
shine ; 

This  will  thee  save  from  sin,  and  grief,  and  harm, 
And  stamp  on  thee  the  character  divine. 

Bring  then  thy  youth  with  all  its  freshness,  bring 

A  grateful  offering  to  the  Eternal  King. 
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So  shall  a  peace,  like  some  deep  river's  flow, 
Possess  thy  soul  and  fill  with  holy  calm  ; 

So  shall  a  joy  the  world  can  never  know, 
Be  felt  within  an  earnest  of  thy  home. 

Thy  path  through  life  be  as  the  dawning  ray, 

Which  brighter  shines  until  the  perfect  day. 
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THE    SPRINGTIME. 

Oh,  the  joyous  Springtime, 

With  its  happy  hours, 
Bringing  glorious  sunshine, 

Music,  mirth,  and  flowers. 
Nature  seems  rejoicing, 

Winter's  reign  is  past, 
Earth  and  skies  are  smiling, 

Spring  has  come  at  last. 

All  the  woods  and  welkin 

Loud  resounding  ring  ; 
Birds  their  warbling  welcome, 

Joyously  do  bring. 
Buds  and  beauteous  blossoms, 

Like  a  starry  train, 
Deck  the  earth's  green  bosom, 

Spring  has  come  again  ! 

Sportive  leaps  the  brooklet 

In  its  wild  career, 
Sunny  rays  have  loosed  it 

From  its  frost-chains  drear  ; 
Wild  briers  o'er  it  bending, 

Seem  to  court  its  stay, 
On  !  sweet  stream,  health-sending 

Spring  has  come,  away  ! 
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Who  would  not  be  joyous, 

Such  a  time  as  this  ? 
Praise  may  well  employ  us, 

Sharing  Nature's  bliss. 
Mourner,  thus  shall  sorrow's 

Gloomy  winter  flee ; 
Hope  for  brighter  morrows, 

Spring  shall  come  to  thee. 
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FRIENDSHIP'S   PLEDGE. 

LINES  TO    MR.   PATRICK   KEARNS,    BELFAST,   ON 

PRESENTING     HIM     WITH     A     BUNCH     OF 

FLOWERS. 

How  sweet  the  bond  which  binds  my  heart 
In  friendship's  mutual  ties  with  thine  ! 

Still  may  we  act  the  friendly  part, 
And  still  in  deeds  of  love  combine. 

Then  take  the  beauteous  pledge  I  give, 
Of  loveliest  flowers  that  scent  the  air  ; 

Such  sweetness  may  our  friendship  give, 
And  shed  a  fragrance  rich  and  rare. 


46 


LINES  TO  THE  SAME. 

I  pledged  you  in  the  springflowers'  bloom, 
Dripping  and  wet  with  morning  dew, 

And  from  their  fragrance  and  perfume, 
Love's  pleasing  lesson  sweetly  drew. 

Did  not  their  glowing  colours  tell, 
In  language  all  might  understand, 

That  friends  in  harmony  who  dwell, 
United  in  a  loving  band — 
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That  each  sheds  lustre  on  his  friend, 
And  each  reflects  the  other's  worth  ; 

And  while  their  mutual  virtues  blend, 
A  charmins'  loveliness  shines  forth? 
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Their  breathing  fragrance  taught  us,  too, 
While  it  embalmed  the  morning  air, 

That  thus  doth  love  and  friendship  true 
The  heart  refresh,  delight,  and  cheer. 

Sweet  lesson,  be  it  ours  to  prove, 
From  such  instructors  gently  given ; 

Ours  be  on  earth  the  life  of  love, 

And  ours  the  love  and  bliss  of  heaven. 
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MEMORIAL  OF  MRS.  SAMUEL  HUNTER, 
of  Belfast, 

who  died  suddenly  while  on  her  knees 
in  the  act  of  prayer,  in  may,  1856. 

Yes,  she  is  gone  !  but  still  fond  memory  lingers 
O'er  her  loved  image  parted  from  the  sight, 

And  sorrow's  lute  is  tuned  by  trembling  fingers 
While  the  heart  mourns  o'er  death's  de- 
stroying blight. 

How  has  the  home  become  so  sad  and  lonely, 
Which  once  her  presence  and  her  smiles  did 
cheer, 

And  her  name  rises  to  the  lips  but  only 

To  be  repressed,  while  starts  the  gushing  tear. 

Oh  !  had  there  been  a  look,  a  sign,  or  token, 
Or  aught  to  tell  life's  golden  sands  were  run, 

Then  farewell  words  might  sweetly  have  been 
spoken 
To  be  remembered  when  she  would  be  gone. 
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But  thus  so  sudden,  from  her  children  grieving, 
And  the  fond  husband  of  her  love  to  part, 

Oh,  thus  so  sadly  their  embraces  leaving, 
Shrined  in  the  best  affections  of  each  heart. 

Yet  Faith,  her  highest,  holiest  views  unfolding, 

Would  lift  the  veil  that  shrouds  that  world 

on  high, 

And  whisper  thoughts  of  richest  hope  consoling, 

And  wipe  the  tear-drops  from  the  mourner's 

eye; 

And  tell,  that  when  she  bowed  in  prayer  adoring, 
Holding  high  ccnverse  with  the  Eternal  King, 

Even  while  the  angel  held  the  censer  golden, 
And  like  rich  odours  rose  her  offering, 

Swiftly  a  band  of  shining  ones  descended, 
Bright-winged  and  beautiful,  in  light  arrayed, 

With  looks  of  love  o'er  her  they  smiling  bended, 
And    beckoned  heavenwards  to  her  as  she 
prayed. 

They  loosed    the    silver    cords   that   to    earth 
bound  her, 

And  dazzling  glory  rushed  upon  her  sight, 
The  angelic  squadron  then  encircled  round  her, 

And  bore  her  safely  to  the  realms  of  light. 
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Earth  had  a  wail,  and  hearts  with  grief  were 
riven,    .- 

For  she  they  loved  would  now  return  no  more  ; 
But  harps  were  tuned  to  louder  joy  in  heaven, 

A  new-born  saint  was  landed  on  that  shore. 

Follow,  ye  mourners,  in  your  upward  gazing, 
And  mark  the  glory  which  adorns  her  now ; 

Then  turn  your  sighs  to  songs  of  holy  praising, 
And  to  God's  will  submissive  humbly  bow. 


E 
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DEPARTED   ONES. 

Oh  tell  me  not  when  our  departed  friends 
Have   slept  in   Christ,   that    their  communion 

ends 
"With  loved  ones  left  behind  their  loss  to  mourn, 
Or  that  to  us  they  may  not  e'er  return. 
Do  they  not  visit  us  in  midnight  dreams, 
Whispering  of  lovelier  lands  and  fairer  scenes  ? 
Lighting  our  hearts  with  strange  and  untold  joy, 
Smiling  on  us  as  when  in  days  gone  by  ? 
Bearing  us  back  on  fancy's  buoyant  wing- 
To  other  times,  and  with  their  shadowing 
Recalling  each  fond  act,  and  word,  and  look, 
'Graved  on  the  heart  and  stamped  on  memory's 

book? 
Oh  yes,  and  it  may  be  they're  hovering  round, 
When  mirth  with  us  a  sudden  check  has  found ; 
And  all  at  once,  we  know  not  how,  nor  why, 
Their  image  steals  across  us  silently, 
Changing  our  thoughts  from  gay  to  grave,  and 

giving 
Desires  and  aspirations  after  heaven — 
Where  blest  reunions  on  that  happy  shore 
With  those  we  loved,  death  can  divide  no  more; 


51 

No  sorrow  e'er  .disturb,  nor  sin,  nor  sighs, 
But  "  God  snail  wipe  all  tears  from  oft  all  eyes." 
Consoling  thought !  full  of  delight  and  dread, 
Angels  are  round  us  and  the  sainted  dead  ! 
Oft  from  their  blissful  seats  they  may  descend, 
As  guardian  spirits  on  us  to  attend. 
Oft,  though  invisible,  they  may  be  near, 
Bending  their  sweet  regards  upon  us  here  ; 
Watching  to  ward  off  harm,  or  bear  on  high 
Our  ransomed  souls  to  bliss  beyond  the  sky  ; 
Such  thoughts  as  these   may  well   our  griefs 

remove. 
Death  cannot  part  us  from  the  friends  we  love. 
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LINES    TO    JNO.     WM.     MEAD,    Esq., 

ST.    PIERRE-LES-CALAIS. 

Fain  would  I  breathe  some  gentle  strain, 
Expressive  of  the  thoughts  within 

My  loving  heart  for  thee. 
My  friend  and  my  companion  dear, 
So  well  beloved  ;  oh,  none  can  e'er 

Be  more  esteemed  by  me. 

Thy  amiability  of  mind, 

Thy  winning  smile  and  looks  so  kind, 

Thy  modest  grace  and  worth, 
All,  all  a  pleasing  charm  impart, 
And  shed  such  influence  o'er  my  heart, 

As  warmest  love  calls  forth. 

But  is  this  strain  too  sweet,  too  high  ? 
Sounds  it  like  lover's  eulogy 

Unto  his  mistress  fair  ? 
Oh  bear  in  mind  a  poet's  love 
Is  scarcely  less  ;  it  soars  above 

Friendship's  stiff,  formal  air. 
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In  sacred  history  'tis  writ 

Of  friends  whose  kindred  souls  were  knit 

In  strong  affection's  ties  ; 
They  lived  and  loved,  nor  envy  marred 
Their  peace,  nor  foul  suspicions  jarred  ; 

Their  record  never  dies. 

Thus,  thus,  may  we  in  love  unite, 
Nor  e'er  may  aught  occur  to  blight 

Our  friendship  or  our  peace  ; 
But  sanctified  by  grace  divine, 
In  heaven  may  it  exist  and  shine, 

When  earthly  changes  cease. 
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THE  SACRED  NAME. 

"  That  at  the  name  of  Jesus  every  knee  should  bow,  of 
things  in  heaven,  and  things  in  earth,  and  things  under  the 
earth."— Phil.  ii.  10. 

I  bow  with  awe  at  Jesu's  sacred  name, 

For  'tis  the  sign  by  which  salvation  came  ; 

What  wondrous  grace  and  love  in  it  we  view, 

And  yet  what  dreadful  wrath  and  justice  too  ! 

Mercy  assailing  sin  to  give  us  life, 

But  Christ  the  Saviour,  death-strained  in  the 

strife  ; 
Bow  then  our  knees,  our  souls  adoring  bow  ; 
That  holy  name  must  claim  all  reverence  now. 

When  the  bright  angel,  who  from  Heaven's  high 

throne 
Came  his  Lord's  lowly  advent  to  make  known 
To  the  blest  Virgin  Mother  filled  with  grace, 
Did  he  not  reverence  this  dread  sign  of  peace, 
And  as  his  lips  pronounced  it,  lowlier  bend, 
Musing  what  mysteries  might  that  name  attend, 
Shadowed  so  long  at  Salem's  sacred  fane 
By  priestly  rites  and  bleeding  victims  slain  ? 
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Name  above  every  name,  in  earth  or  heaven, 
Oh  !  what  dread  thoughts  with  it  to  us  are  given! 
It  speaks  of  pains  that  pressed  the  Saviour  sore, 
And  bitterest  sorrows  he  unmurmuring  bore  ; 
Of  dark  Gethsemane's  strange  sweat  of  blood, 
And  Pilate's  hall,  where  he  so  patieDt  stood  ; 
Of  girding  cords  that  bound  him  prisoner  there, 
While  scourges  vile  his  sacred  flesh  did  tear. 

It  speaks  of  mocking  soldiers  ranged  around 
The    Meek    One,    purple-robed    and    thorny- 
crowned  : 
Of  bending  knees  and  taunts  of  rude  assail, 
Reed-sceptered  Prince  !  Judea's  King  !  all  hail ! 
Of  barbarous  shouts  that  rent  the  very  air, 
Away  to  Calvary's  cross,  go  nail  him  there  ! 
Of  gall  that  quenched  the  death-thirst  of  his 

tongue, 
While  on  the  tree  the  illustrious  Sufferer  hung. 


It  speaks  of  gloom  and  •  darkness  ;  earth  con- 
vulsed ; 
The  ghastly  deads'  drear  lodgments  open  burst, 
The  rending  veil,  the  awed  centurion's  cry, 
"Sure  now  none  other  than  God's  Son  must 
die  !  " 
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The  silent  tomb,  the  sealed  sepulchral  stone, 
The  pitying  tears  that  wept  the  Master  gone  ; 
And  then  the  resurrection's  wondrous  joy, 
Sin   slain,    death    vanquished,    man    redeemed 
thereby. 

And  can  I  lightly  then  pronounce  that  name, 
The  sign  by  which  such  great  salvation  came  ? 
Shall  the  bright  seraphs  at  its  awful  sound 
Adore,  and  prostrate  their  eternal  crowns  ; 
Shall  demons  also,  when  that  name  they  hear, 
Tremble  and  bend  with  the  most  abject  fear  ; 
And  still  in  me  no  reverence  shall  it  wake, 
Or  careless  on  my  tongue  dare  I  it  take  ? 

No,  though  the  world  my  faith  and  views  deride, 
And  superstitionist  call  me  beside, 
Be  it  my  honour  lowlier  still  to  bow 
My  knee,  my  heart,  my  soul,  and  every  power. 
And  oh  !  may  He  my  humble  tribute  own, 
Since  all  my  hopes  are  through  His  name  alone. 
Jesus,  a  Saviour,  such  may  I  Him  prove, 
Name  dread  and  awful,  yet  a  name  of  love. 
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FAITH'S  PRAYER  AND  ANSWER. 


Father,  thy  wayward  child 
Would  plead  with  thee  ; 
Long  have  I  trod  sin's  devious  wilds, 
Far,  far  from  thee. 
But  like  the  ancient  wearied,  wandering  dove, 
No  rest  my  soul  can  find  save  in  thy  love. 

And  thou  hast  laid  the  rod 

On  me  full  sore, 
Till  my  proud  rebel  heart  has  bowed 
Thy  throne  before. 
Oh  might  I  then  with  thee  acceptance  gain ! 
Bow,  Lord,  thine  ear,  nor  my  sad  cry  disdain. 

This  evil  world  I've  loved, 

Man's  idle  praise, 
His  honour  more  than  thine  approved, 
Nor  sought  thy  grace 
To  guide  me  in  each  holy  duty  still, 
But  blindly  followed  my  impetuous  will. 
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And  thou'st  seen  fit  to  mar 

My  whole  designs, 
And  from  me  too  removed  far 
Friends  true  and  kind. 
No  voice  I've  now  to  soothe  my  wild  distress, 
No  smile  to  cheer  my  life's  sad  loneliness. 

Will  thus  thy  wrath  pursue 

Me  to  the  grave  ? 
Ah  !  what  can  my  poor  weakness  do, 
Unless  thou  save  ? 
I  sink  in  grief's  dark  flood,  with  fears  oppressed  ; 
Oh,  take  thy  child  once  more  unto  thy  breast. 

I  ask  not  wealth,  O  Lord, 

I  wish  not  fame ; 
But  oh  to  me  in  love  award 
A  dear  child's  claim — 
To  know  thee  mine,  to  feel  thy  power  and  love, 
My  portion  here,  and  my  reward  above. 

Could  I  of  this  be  sure, 
My  fears  would  flee, 
And  sorrow  I  could  well  endure, 
Sustained  by  thee. 
My  soul  should  mount  on  faith's  untiring  wing 
Above  this  world  to  where  her  joys  would  spring. 
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I  plead  in  Jesu's  name 

My  humble  cause  ; 
By  his  dread  passion,  woe  and  shame, 
And  his  sad  cross, 
By  his  undying  power  on  high  to  save, 
Mercy  and  pardon  now  from  thee  I  crave. 

Now  let  mv  wearied  soul 

mi 

Find  sweet  repose 
In  thy  dear  breast ;  and  now  bestow 

Balm  for  my  woes. 
Oh  pour  within  the  oil,  the  heavenly  wine, 
Thy  grace,  thy  favour,  and  thy  love  divine. 

Lord,  even  now  I  feel 

Thou  dost  relent, 
Again  thou  dost  thy  love  reveal. 
My  tears  finds  vent : 
And  faith  beholds  thee  look  with  pitying  eyes, 
And  hears  thee  whisper,  "  Fallen  one,  arise. 

"  I  freely  pardon  thee, 
Not  for  thy  prayers, 
Nor  for  thy  labours  done  for  me, 
Thy  sighs  nor  tears  ; 
But  for  mine  own  great  name  and  mercy's  sake, 
Once  more  on  thee  I  will  compassion  take. 
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"  Then  go,  and  '  sin  no  more/ 

'  Love  not  the  world  ;' 
Be  idols  whom  thou  didst  adore 
From  my  throne  hurled. 
Scorn  human  praise,  a  holier  meed  be  thine, 
A  crown  and  kingdom  fadeless  and  divine." 
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FAREWELL  LINES. 

Farewell,  dear  friend — a  fond  farewell ! 

Though  severed  wide  we  be 
By  mountain  cliffs  or  ocean's  swell, 

Still  will  I  think  of  thee. 

»- 

Farewell,  oft  as  in  holy  prayer 

I  bend  the  suppliant  knee 
For  guardian  grace,  and  watchful  care, 

Oh  !  then  I'll  pray  for  thee. 

Farewell,  may  Heaven  s  sweet  guiding  love 

Through  life  thy  portion  be, 
Till  thou  hast  reached  thy  home  above — 

There  may  I  meet  with  thee. 

And  when  in  distant  land  thy  thoughts 

Of  home  and  friends  may  be, 
Say,  shall  our  friendship  be  forgot  ? 

Oh,  wilt  thou  think  of  me  ? 
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SPIRITUAL  PRIDE  REBUKED. 

What  is  religion  ?  man  of  saintly  looks, 
In  public  ostentatious  of  thy  prayers, 

Zealous  in  Sunday  schools  with  tracts  and  books, 
Almost  o'erpowered  with   pious  works    and 
cares. 

What  is  religion  I  would  ask  of  thee  ? 

In  pity  to  my  weakness  answer  me. 

Is  that  religion  which  with  pride  and  scorn 
Can  wound  a  weaker  brother's  tender  mind, 

And  in  his  feelings  plant  the  rankling  thorn, 
By    haughtiest    looks,    and    bitterest  words 
unkind  ? 

Religion  ?    No,  it  insults  righteous  Heaven 

The  name  of  Christian  to  such  mortals  given  ! 

Why  dost  thou  bend  thy  knee,  thou  scornful 
one, 
And  raise  to  God  thy  supplicating  eye  ? 
Why  dost  thou  pray,  "Thy  will  on  earth  be 
done  \" 
As  the  bright  angels  do  that  dwell  on  hisrh  ; 
Yet  still  allow  within  thy  mind  to  dwell 
What  most  he  hates,  even  pride,  the  sin  of  hell  ? 
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Forgive  the  freedom  which  would  tear  the  veil 
Of  dark  hypocrisy  from  off  thy  heart, 

Which  would,  in  pity  to  thy  soul,  assail 

Thy  sin,  and  show  thee  truly  what  thou  art — 

A  whited  sepulchre  with  outside  fair, 

But  in  thy  heart  pride  loathsome  rankling  there. 

Oh  name  of  Christian  !    how   thou   art   blas- 
phemed, 
On  men  who  spurn  its  sacred  claims  bestowed ! 
No  wonder  'tis  by  infidels  defamed, 

When  tempers  such  as  these  to  them    are 
showed. 
Proud,  scornful  Christians  !  envious  !  wrathful ! 

vain  ! 
Their  brother's  good  to  them  a  source  of  pain  ! 

Go,  Pharisee  !  and  learn  religion's  love, 
Joined  with  unfeigned  humility  of  soul, 

Mercy  that  will  with  sweet  compassion  move 
To  kindest  actions,  and  pervade  the  whole — 

Forgiveness,  noble  excellence  divine  ; 

Thus  in  the  Saviour's  likeness  thou  shalt  shine. 
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MEMORIAL  OF  MR  JOHN  WYLEY, 

OF  ROSE  LODGE,  FALLS,  BELFAST. 

And  is  it  so  ?  Has  death  cut  down  the  flower 
Of  such  sweet  promise  with  relentless  power  ? 
Could  nought  avail  to  stay  the  cruel  dart 
Which  pierced  untimely  thus  his  youthful  heart, 
And  to  the  lonely  darksome  tomb  consigned 
Such  worth  and  love  as  were  in  him  combined  ? 
All  that  could  win  regard  and  call  forth  praise 
Removed,  just  in  the  morning  of  his  days. 
How  sad  !  so  early  thus  to  fade  away, 
In  life's  fresh  prime,  in  youth's  unclouded  day  ; 
Ere  yet  the  cup  of  pleasure  had  been  quaffed  ; 
Ere  yet  he  tasted  love's  delicious  draught. 
While  smiling  joys  around  in  clusters  hung, 
And  Hope  her  mantle  o'er  the  future  flung ; 
Decked  the  long  vista  with  a  bright  array 
Of  happiness  for  each  succeeding  day, 
With  fond  anticipations  filled  his  breast, 
And  told  of  years  to  come,  with  pleasures  blest. 
Ah  me  !  in  disappointment  doomed  to  mourn, 
What  grief  his  father's  bosom  must  have  torn  ! 
How  must   his   mother's  heart  have  sunk  in 

gloom 
When  called  to  lay  her  loved  one  in  the  tomb, 
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And  to  the  dust  of  death  that  form  resign 
Which  in  her  souls  affections  owned  a  shrine  ? 
•But  shall  our  tears  in  hopeless  sorrow  flow, 
And  no  sweet  comfort  to  assuage  them  know  ? 
Deep  from  our  bosoms  shall  the  sighs  be  heaved, 
And  he  by  no  blest  ministrant  relieved  ? 
Hail,    glorious    gospel  !    which    with    radiance 

bright, 
Brings  life  and  immortality  to  light ! 
Unfolds  to  man  a  blissful  state  on  high, 
Where  dwells  no  sin,  where  love  can  never  die, 
Where-grief  and  sickness,  pain  and  death  shall 

cease, 
Swallowed  in  joy,  and  lost  in  endless  peace. 
Say,  has  not  he  attained  that  heavenly  rest  ? 
Joins  he  not  in  the  anthems  of  the  blest  ? 
Is  not  his  harp  attuned  to  their  sweet  theme, 
Grace  that  thus  crowned  them,  love  that  did 

redeem  ? 
Does  not  his  spirit,  freed  from  earthly  chains, 
Range  with  delight  those  bright  celestial  plains, 
And  drink  from  life's  unfailing  fountain  fair 
Rich  copious  draughts  of  living  pleasures  there  ? 
Why  mourn  we  then  that  he  has  gained  his  home, 
Securely  saved  from  every  ill  to  come  ? 
To  him  death  was  disarmed  of  his  dread  stim* 
Such  triumph  faith  in  Jesu's  name  did  bring  ; 
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To  him  the  grave  no  garb  of  terror  wore, 
Jesus  had  spoiled  those  gloomy  realms  before  ; 
In  steadfast  faith,  in  joyful  hope  and  love, 
He  entered  on  his  glorious  rest  above  ; 
And  while  his  body  sleeps  beneath  the  sod, 
His  soul  in  heaven  reposes  with  his  God. 
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TO  A  FRIEND, 

ON   THE   OCCASION   OF  HIS  MARRIAGE. 

The  Muse  attends  thee,  Charles,  and  prays  a 
blessing 

From  Heaven  upon  thy  nuptials  to  descend  ; 
All  joy,  all  good  be  still  in  thy  possessing, 

And  hers,  thy  partner  and  thy  bosom  friend. 

No  pearl  more  precious  than  the  true  affection 
Of  a  fond,  virtuous,  and  confiding  wife ; 

'Tis  hers  to  strengthen,  cheer,  console,  and  give 
direction 
Throughout  the  trying  pilgrimage  of  life. 

High  are  her  honoured  claims,  her  influence 
holy, 

Her  mission  sacred  and  from  God  it  came  ; 
What  matters  it  her  station,  high  or  lowly  ? 

The  same  her  purpose,  her  reward  the  same. 

Home  is  made  happy  with  her  smiles  and  pre- 
sence. 

An  Eden  bower  'mid  dreary  wastes  around  ; 

Her  worth  the  source,  her  love  the  spring  and 

essence 

Of  the  contentment  that  therein  is  found. 
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Her  husband  enters,  and  he  looks  upon  her 
With  sweet  complacency  and  fond  delight; 

Her  children  rise  to  do  her  grateful  honour, 
And  friends    and  neighbours  in  her   praise 
unite. 

Such   may  she    prove,  that  pearl  of  loveliest 
setting, 
Now  made  by  bonds  most  sacred,  Charles, 
thine  own  ; 
Through  both  your  lives  may  peace  and  purest 
blessing 
Flow  in  rich  copious  streams  continuous  on. 

Yea,    may  that  Power  which  thus  in  holiest 
union 
Hath  knit  you  twain,  forbid  e'en  death    to 
sever, 
But  like  the  ancient  rod  of  wondrous  blooming 
Grant   you   to  bud,   grow   green,  and    fade 
together. 
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THE  BIBLE. 

Tis  Heaven's  own  book,  and  kept  by  God's  own 

power, 
His  church  he  chose  to  guard  the  sacred  dower, 
As  well  beneath  the  catacomb's  dark  gloom, 
As  the  proud  basilic's  most  gorgeous  dome  ; 
Bead  in  her  sacred  light,  for  sects  may  stray, 
While  she  Truth's  ground  and  pillar  is  alway  ; 
And  oh  !  in  prayer  devoutly  bend  the  knee, 
That  God  himself  may  your  instructor  be. 
That  the  blest  Saviour  it  therein  makes  known 
May  be  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King  in  one  ; 
That  all  your  hopes  on  his  atoning  blood 
May  rest,  for  pardon  and  for  peace  with  God, 
And  through  the  city's  pearly  gates  above 
Your  soul  may  enter  crowned  with  bliss  and 

love. 
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A  PLEA  FOR  THE  POOR. 

Pity  the  poor  !  oh,  feel  for  those 

Who  know  life's  every  ill  ; 
Hard  is  their  lot  while  here  below, 

Subjects  of  sorrow  still. 

Pity  the  poor !  their  couch  is  rude, 

Scant  is  their  humble  fare, 
And  harsh  the  words  of  scorn  which  oft 

From  lips  of  pride  they  hear. 

Pity  the  poor  !  their  griefs  are  great, 
With  want  and  woes  opprest; 

The  pallid  cheek,  the  sunken  eye, 
Tell  of  the  suffering  breast. 

Pity  the  poor  !  oh,  stretch  the  hand 

To  them  in  generous  love  ; 
Not  even  a  mite  on  them  bestowed 

Can  pass  unseen  above. 

Pity  the  poor  !  thy  Saviour  speaks, 
What  wondrous  words  they  be  ! 

"  Kindness  to  such  I  shall  regard 
Not  done  to  them,  but  me. 
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Pity  the  poor  !  for  Heaven  itself 

Owns  them  its  special  trust ; 
Who  wrongs  them,  then,  in  deed  or  word, 

Shall  surely  be  accursed. 

Pity  the  poor  !  their  grateful  prayers 

For  thee  shall  oft  ascend  ; 
The  heart  that  feels  for  friendless  ones 

Shall  never  want  a  friend. 

Pity  the  poor  !   when  death  shall  come, 

And  earthly  hopes  all  flee, 
Then  shall  their  Maker  prove  thy  Friend, 

Their  God  shall  pity  thee. 
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CHEERFUL    CHRISTIANITY. 

'Tis  strange  what  melancholy  airs  some  good  men 

oft  assume, 
As  though  religion  did  consist  in  moping  and 

in  gloom  ; 
By  most  unsocial  words  and  ways,  and  looks  both 

sad  and  sour, 
They  seek  to  show  the  world  around  religion's 

force  and  power  ; 
But  like  the  spies  of  olden  time,  who  went  the 

land  to  view, 
And  brought  therefrom  an  ill  report  ;  so  these 

dull  Christians  do. 

With  them  'tis  sin  almost  to  smile,  such  lightness 

it  betrays; 
To  entertain  a  cheerful  friend,  that's  learning 

the  world's  ways  ; 
To  speak  of  common  social  things,  unedifying 

talk ; 
Nay,   even  along  the  road  to  run,  you  should 

demurely  walk  ; 
Each  act,  and  word,  and  look  by  them,  is  so 

minutely  weighed, 
The  man  is  blest  whom  they  approve  ;  he  must 

be  strict  indeed. 
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We  would  not  blame  their  blinded  zeal ;  no  doubt 

'tis  most  sincere ; 
They  have  not  learned  the  law  of  love,  but  only 

that  of  fear  ; 
But  surely  happy,   cheerful  joy    becomes   the 

Christian  well, 
Such  peace,  and  love,  and  innocence  within  his 

mind  doth  dwell. 
And  God  designs,  and  Heaven  approves,  that 

man  the  mirth  might  share 
Of  Nature's  universal  joy,  which  all  her  works 

declare. 


Does  not  the  very  earth  we  tread  speak  with 

one  mighty  voice, 
That  it  was  made  so  beautiful  man's  spirit  to 

rejoice  ? 
Why  flaunt   the  flowers   so  gaily  drest?    why 

smiles  the  enlivening  sun  ? 
Why  leaps  the  brooklet  as  in  play,  while  onward 

it  doth  run  ? 
Why  carols  joyously  the  lark  upsoaring  in  the 

sky? 
And  why  do  the  sweet  songsters  fill  the  woods 

with  minstrelsy  ? 
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Why  gambol  the  young  sportive  lambs  on  daisy- 
spangled  plains  ? 

Why  dance  and  toss  the  dolphins  huge  beneath 
the  glittering  main  ? 

Why  do  the  wild  waves  music  make,  or  the 
refreshing  breeze, 

As  on  the  light-winged  zephyrs  borne,  it  whispers 
through  the  trees? 

Oh  !  why  does  nature  everywhere,  around,  be- 
neath, above, 

Speak  to  the  thoughtful  heart  of  man  of  glad- 
ness, joy,  and  love  ? 


Surely  as  in  a  volume  fair,  this  lesson  stands 

impressed, 
And  still  to  us  by  flowers  and  streams,  and  suns 

and  stars  addressed, 
0  man !     the  favourite    of  Heaven,    for  thee 

these  all  were  made, 
For  thee  their  choicest  beauties  given,  and  for 

thy  use  displayed  ; 
Be  happy,  then,  and  let  thy  joy  declare  thy 

grateful  praise, 
Nor  as  the  bulrush  bow  thy  head  with  saddened 

looks  always. 
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0  Nature  !  wondrous  teacher  thou,  God's  finger 

brightly  shines 
On  every  page  of  all  thy  works  traced  in  most 

brilliant  lines. 
Thus  let  me  read  thee,  and  transcribe  this  lesson 

to  my  heart, 
What  here  we  want  to  make  us  blest,  is  from  ill 

to  depart  ; 
Since  not  more  beautiful  than  ours  the  radiant 

worlds  above  ; 
Earth  were  itself  a  heaven  of  joy,  did  men  but 

live  in  love. 


76 


TO  AN  INFANT. 

Sweet  babe,  upon  thy  mother's  breast  reclining, 
All  helpless,  and  unconscious  of  the  love 

Which  smiles  on  thee  with  tenderness  untiring, 
A  spark  enkindled  from  the  flame  above. 

Thus  would  I  bid  thee  welcome,  new-born 
stranger, 

And  breathe  fond  wishes  for  thy  future,  years  ; 
Freedom  from  sorrow,  harm,  and  every  danger, 

While  thou  dost  sojourn  in  this  vale  of  tears. 

Oh  !  could  my  lyre  prophetic  strains  awaken, 
I'd  tune  its  numbers  lovingly  for  thee  ; 

Health,    wealth,   long    life,    and   honour    thee 
awaiting, 
Would  prove  the  burden  of  its  minstrelsy.     . 

I  would  bespeak  for  thee  a  bright  aspiring, 
To  follow  those  of  loved  and  deathless  name 

Whose  generous  hearts  to  noble  deeds  inspiring, 
Have  stamped  their  record  on  the  page  of 
fame. 
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This  may  not  be,  sweet  babe ;  the  future's  hidden, 
Wisely  coneealed  from  our  poor  mortal  view ; 

How  long  or  short  thy  young  life  may  be  given, 
We  cannot  tell,  nor  pierce  the  mystery 
through. 

But  we  may  hope  for  thee  a  term  extended, 
A  length  of  years  filled  with  the  purest  joy  ; 

And  when  at  last  thy  days  on  earth  are  ended, 
A  life  of  bliss  prepared  beyond  the  sky. 

Saviour  of  all !  oh,  guard  this  tender  blossom, 
Prolong  her  years  and  stamp  on  her  thy  grace, 

And  soon  or  later,  safely  in  thy  bosom, 

Lord  !  may  she  find  her  endless  resting-place. 
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A  LAMENT. 

Yes,  bear  me  away  from  these  scenes  that  dis- 
tress me, 
Far,  far  among  strangers  there  let  my  feet 
roam  ; 
With  no  lover  or  friend  to  console  or  caress  me, 
Oh  !  why  should  1  linger  or  call  this  place 
home? 

The  grave  has  closed  over  the  forms  I  held 
dearest, 
And  with  them  my  heart's  warmest  love  lies 
entornb'd  ; 
And  friendships  have  faded,  oh  trial  severest! 
When  ills  like  the  tempest-cloud  o'er  me  have 
gloomed. 
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In  vain  does  bright  summer  unfold  her  sweet 
roses 
And  deck  the  fair  landscape  in  lovely  array ; 
In  vain  her  magnificent  beauty  discloses, 

Nought  can  soothe  my  sad  sorrows,  or  charm 
them  away. 
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Deep,  deep    in  my  bosom   the  foul  sting  lias 

rankled, 

Implanted  by  envy's  dread  withering  tongue, 

My  tears  have  my  lonely  couch  often  besprinkled, 

And  anguish  has  sighs  from  my  broken  heart 

wrung. 

But  yet  'mid  the  gloom  and  the  grief  which 
surround  me, 
A  still  and  small  voice  seems  to  fall  on  my  ear, 

As   though    some   loved   angel   were  hovering 
around  me, 
And  whispering  words  full  of   comfort  and 
cheer. 

Has  God  in  his  wisdom  seen  fit  to  deprive  thee 
Of  friends  and  of  sympathy,  pleasure  and  love? 

He  wishes  from  earthly  delights  to  untie  thee, 
And  wean  thee  to  brighter  unfading  above. 

Earth's  friendships,  at  best  they  may  fail  and 
deceive  thee, 
Earth's  joys,  they  are  fleeting  and  soon  pass 
away ; 
Spurn,  spurn  then  such  trifles,  to  grief   they 
would  leave  thee, 
And    seek  nobler  treasures  which  know  no 
decay. 
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Thus  whispers    the  angel ;    his   words  full   of 
healing, 
Prove  as  balm  to  this  tempest-tossed  spirit  of 
mine  ; 
Blessed  Saviour,  I  ask  thee  submissively  kneeling, 
Since  earthly  love  fails  me,  oh  !  bless  me  with 
thine. 
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WHAT  IS  TRUE  RELIGION? 

Not  noisy  prayers,  in  loud  and  vehement  strain, 
To  excite  the  passions  of  a  kneeling  train, 
Men's  ears  and  not  the  God  of  Heaven's  to  gain. 

Not  garbled  Scripture  always  on  the  tongue, 

Pat  as"  a  ballad  by  some  vain  one  sung, 

To  suit  each  word  that's  from  you  falling  wrung. 

Not  lips  compressed  and  brows  austere  and  stern 
As  the  foul  murderer's,  who,  in  lonely  glen, 
Did  the  dark  deed  and  ne'er  could  smile  again. 

Not  sighs  and  groans  which  pain  the  ear  and 

sense, 
As  if  to  waft  the  soul's  petitions  hence, 
But  of  much  godliness  the  mere  pretence. 

Not  party  strife  and  angry  clamorous  zeal 
About  the  Church's  discipline  and  weal, 
Wounding  weak  minds  with  words  no  time 
can  heal. 

o 
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Not  even  works  which  in  themselves  are  good, 
Teaching  the  young,  the  ignorant,  and  rude, 
When    done    that   others   seeing   praise   them 
should. 

But  'tis  the  life  of  pure  benevolent  love, 
Filled  from  the  glorious  Fountain  Head  above, 
Which  still  the  soul  to  generous  acts  doth  move. 

It  is  the  tear  with  sorrowing  mourners  shed, 
The  words  which  soothe  them  when  all  joys  are 

fled, 
The  deed  which   shelters,  too,  their  houseless 

heads. 

It  is  the  smile  which  lights  them  on  life's  way, 
Bright  as  the  guiding  pillar's  cheering  ray 
Vouchsafed  to  Israel  lest  their  feet  should  stray. 

It  is  to  be  like  him,  the  Lowly  One, 

Though    Pharisees   railed  on   him   with    their 

tongues, 
And  said,  "  The  sinner's  guest  he  was  become." 

It  is  to  do  to  all  men  as  ye  would, 

That  they  to  you  might  so  return  the  good, 

Bear  with  the  erring  and  forgive  the  rude. 

It  is  to  hope  for  Heaven,  when  all  is  done, 
Through  the  Redeemer's  dying  work  alone, — 
Such  faith  and  love  will  raise  us  to  the  Throne. 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  COUSIN, 

MISS  MARY  TATE,   OF  BELFAST. 

I  gazed  upon  her  form  with  solemn  awe  : 

Twas  death,  and  yet  she  only  seemed  to  sleep  ; 

So  calm,  so  tranquil,  so  serene  her  brow, 

I  grieved,  I  mourned,  yet  felt  forbid  to  weep. 

To  weep  ?  oh  no  !  the  gushing  tears  may  fall 
When  death  has  closed  the  bold  blasphemer's 
eyes, 

Or  hurled  the  wretch  to  hell  with  sudden  call, 
Who  did  a  Saviour's  grace  and  love  despise. 

But  here  a  triumph  meets  the  Christian's  view  ; 

A  glorious    triumph    o'er  the  grave's  dark 

gloom  ; 

Through  Jesus'  name,  whose  love  she  felt  and 

knew, 

She  smiled  at  death,  and  passed  serenely  home. 

Rest  in  the  grave  her  precious  relics,  rest, 
Beside  a  much-loved  brother's  sleeping  dust ; 

Blest  are  the  dead  in  Christ,  supremely  blest, 
The  grave  but  holds  them  as  a  solemn  trust. 
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For  soon — oh  words  of  blissful  hope  and  cheer ! — 
Soon  shall   the  great  archangel's  trump   be 
heard, 

And  Jesus  call  ;  the  dead  his  voice  shall  hear, 
"  Awake,  ye  saints,  arise  and  meet  your  Lord." 

Then  robed  in  glory,  decked  with  endless  joy, 
In  Christ's  bright  likeness  they  shall  rise  and 
shine ; 

Their  ransomed  powers  with  rapture  to  employ 
In  praising  love  so  wondrous  and  divine. 
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LINES    TO   MRS.    EDDLESTON, 

OF  ST.   PIERRE-LES-CALAIS. 

DEA.R  friend,  to  thee  what  shall  I  say, 
Or  how  thy  friendship  e'er  repay, 

To  me  so  often  shown  ? 
How  speak  the  grateful  love  I  feel, 
It*- fervent  character  reveal, 

For  acts  of  kindness  done  ? 

Oh  !  precious  as  a  mother's  love, 

More  dear  than  which  I  would  not  prove, 

Have  been  thy  thoughts  to  me  ; 
Refreshing  as  the  rich  perfume, 
Wafted  from  choicest  flowers  that  bloom 

In  groves  of  Araby. 

Oft  when  in  sadness  I  would  mourn 
O'er  joys  which  never  may  return, 

And  hopes  that  quickly  fled, 
Leaving  upon  my  mind  the  trace 
Of  suffering  time  can  ne'er  efface, 

Engraven  as  in  lead, 
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Thy  soothing  words,  like  precious  balm, 
Hath  eased  my  mind  and  shed  a  calm, 

Holy,  resigned,  and  sweet ; 
While  to  that  world  of  spirits  bright, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  mortals'  sight, 

Wouldst  thither  point  my  feet. 

0  may  thy  life  with  joys  abound, 

With  health  be  blessed,  with  mercies  crowned, 

Encircled  from  above  ; 
Guided,  sustained,  preserved,  and  blessed, 
Till  safely  thou  hast  reached  thy  rest 

Before  the  throne  of  love. 
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MY  MOTHER. 

Oh  !  'twas  a  sad  and  trying  hour, 

And  fraught  to  me  with  bitterest  woe, 
When  death  with  stern  relentless  power, 

My  dear  fond  mother's  form  laid  low. 
Then  memory  rushed  on  swiftest  wing, 

And  all  her  tender  love  thought  o'er; 
But  what  deep  anguish  did  it  bring 

To  think  I  ne'er  should  meet  it  more  ! 

That  never  more  her  gentle  voice 

Would,  speak  kind  soothing  words  of  love ; 

No  more  her  gladsome  smiles  rejoice, 
And  grief  from  this  lone  heart  remove. 

But,  blissful  thought,  it  yields  fresh  joy, 
And  gilds  with  lustre  bright  the  tomb, 

Through  death  she's  passed  to  joys  on  high, 
Where  saints  in  fadeless  beauty  bloom. 

A  crown  of  glory  decks  her  brow, 
Resplendent  as  the  noon-day  sun, 

And  robes  of  light  adorn  her  now, 
With  palms  to  tell  of  victory  won. 

Oh  there  !  oh  there  !  may  I  her  meet, 

And  endlessly  united  be. 
Love  there  shall  crown  us,  love  most  sweet, 

Love  lasting  as  eternity. 
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GRATITUDE. 

LINES  TO  MRS.  MEAD,  OF   ST.   PIERRE-LES-CALAIS. 

Go.  bid  the  flower  no  more  expand 
Its  beauteous  leaves  to  greet  the  sun  ; 

Go,  bid  the  gushing  waters  stand, 

Nor  from  the  o'erflovving  fountain  run. 

Go,  seek  to  bind  in  chains  the  breeze 
That  gently  fans  the  summer  air, 

Go,  try  to  curb  the  surging  seas, 
Or  hush  to  rest  the  billows  there. 

For  sooner  these  shall  cease  to  own 

The  laws  which  rule  wide  Nature's  frame, 

Than  can  my  heart  forget  to  own 

Thy  generous  love  with  grateful  flame. 

As  when  'mid  storms  the  radiant  bow 
In  circling  beauty  spans  the  sky, 

Though  clouds  may  frown,  its  lovely  glow 
Portends  the  tempest  soon  will  fly. 

So  'midst  the  afflictive  scenes  of  life, 

When  griefs  have  sunk  my  mind  in  gloom, 

Thy  friendship  has  my  heart  revived, 

And  waked  new  hopes  to  vigorous  bloom. 

Oh  then  for  thee  at  morn  and  eve, 

Still,  still  my  knee  to  Heaven  111  bend, 

And  pray  that  God  may  be  to  thee, 

Through  life,  thy  Father  and  thy  Friend. 
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LINES   TO    MR    JOHN  R  SEFTON, 

OF    BELFAST. 

Friend  of  my  soul !  whose  sympathetic  voice 
Hath  cheered  my  heart,  companionless  and  lone, 
And  hushed  the  uneasy  fears  which  would  arise, 
Telling  of  brighter,  happier  days  to  come, 
When  j  oy  should  fill  my  heart  oppressed  with  pain, 
To  friends  and  love  once  more  restored  again. 

Oh !  think  not  flattery  prompts  the  pleasing  strain 
When  to  thy  worth  some  tribute  I  would  pay ; 
Such  arts  thou  knowest  my  honour  would  disdain, 
•  But  friendship's  nobler  dictates  I  obey  ; 
And  though  unskilled  in  the  poetic  art, 
This  must  excuse, — 'tis  from  a  loving  heart. 

Yes,  I  would  own  thy  pleasing  power  to  charm 
With  manners  courteous,  affable,  and  kind, 
While  truth  and  honour,  love  and  friendship  form 
Within  thy  breast  a  galaxy  enshrined, 
Whose  radiant  lustre,  like  the  gems  of  night, 
Sheds  o'er  the  mind  a  halo  of  delight. 

Oh  !  be  thy  life  one  calm  and  happy  scene 
Of  tranquil  pleasure  fraught  with  peace  and  joy, 
Around  thee  still  may  heavenly  powers  unseen, 
To  shield  from  harm,  a  constant  watch  employ. 
Such  is  my  wish,  friend  and  companion  dear — 
A  wish  both  heartfelt,  fervent,  and  sincere. 
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TO    MR.    ALEXANDER    McALDIN, 

OF    BELFAST. 

Might  I  the  thoughts  within  my  heart  disclose, 
And  tell  the  friendship  that  I  bear  to  thee  ; 

Might  I  reveal  how  strongly  there  it  glows, 
And  yet  from  flattery's  arts  acquitted  be, — 

Take,  then,  these  lines,  traced  by  affection's  hand, 

Simple  their  style,  but  graced  with  truth  they 
stand. 

If  what  is  amiable  hath  power  to  charm, 
Or  free  and  courteous  must  regard  obtain  ; 

If  what  is  kind  the  heart  with  love  can  warm, 
Or  nobly  generous,  our  approval  gain, — 

In  thee  such  character  with  joy  we  own, 

By  thee  such  lovely  tempers  still  are  shown. 

Cheerful  thy  smile  as  beams  of  summer's  sun, 
On  all  around  diffusing  light  and  joy, 

Gladsome  thy  voice  as  when  at  opening  dawn 
The  woods'  sweet  choristers  their  notes  employ, 

And  hill  and  dale  re-echo  with  their  song, 

Filled  with  the  music  of  the  feathered  throng. 


i 


91 

•» 

Still  may  thy  course  through  life  be  marked 
with  peace, 
And  crowned  with  health,  and  competence, 
and  love  ; 
And  oh  !  when  its  eventful  changes  cease, 
Thine  be  the  bliss  of  endless  life  above ; 
Accept  this  wish  for  thee,  my  friend  most  dear, 
Breathed    from    the   heart,   most   fervent   and 
sincere. 
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ACROSTIC     LINES    TO    JOSEPH    T. 
EDDLESTON. 

Joining  each  pleasing  virtue  with  youth's  fairest 

beauty, 
Oh,  who  could  withhold  from  thee  friendship 

and  love! 
Smiles    of    heavenly    sweetness    each    feature 

illuming, 
En  wreath  thy  dear  face  like  a  charm  from  above  ; 
Pen  or  pencil  must  here,  though,  come  short  in 

their  duty, 
How  could  they  pourtray  my  own  Treisir,  my 

dove  ? 

True  and  faithful  in  friendship,  though  others 

have  altered, 
And  changed  like  the  insects  of  summer's  bright 

day, 
Youth  a  nobler  devotion  than  thine  could  not 

offer, 
Love  cheering  the  lone  one  when  all  passed 

away  ; 
Oh,  then  in  my  heart  of  hearts,  throned  on  its 

altar, 
Reign  fondly  enshrined,  it  shall  worship    thy 

sway. 
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Each    day  as   it    passes    the    bond   shall  but 

strengthen, 
Dear  companion,  that  binds  my  affection  to  thee  ; 
Distance  cannot  impair  it,  it  only  may  lengthen 
Love's   contemplative  flight  from    where'er    I 

may  be ; 

Even  then  shall  my  thoughts  to  thee,  dearest 

friend,  turning, 
Still  look  forward  with  joy  to  our  meeting  again, 
Till  a  union  takes  place  at  Eternity's  dawning, 
Oh  never  !  oh  never  !  to  break  up  again  ! 
Nor  the  bliss  of  its  rapture  know  change  or 

pause  then. 
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ACROSTIC  LINES  TO  JAMES  MORROW, 

OF   BELFAST. 

June  with  its  brightness, 

And  May  with  its  flowers, 

Mirror  the  brightness 

Encircling  thy  hours  ; 

Smiles  sweet  as  Iris  seen  amid  showers. 

Mildest  grace  beaming 

O'er  each  feature  fair, 

Rich  glances  gleaming, 

Revealing  love  there ; 

Oh!  such  thou  appearest  ever  to  me, 

Winning  my  dearest  affections  to  thee. 
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ACROSTIC    LINES 

TQ    JAMES    HENRY    CURRY,    OF   BELFAST. 

Joyous  as  morning  bright, 
And  cheerful  as  the  day, 
Mirth,  wit,  and  love  unite, 
Each  their  own  pleasing  ray, 
Sweetly  to  rule  thy  heart  with  fond  endearing 
sway. 

Honour  and  truth  do  mark 
Each  act  and  word  of  thine ; 
Nor  doth  thy  friendly  heart 
Rich  deeds  of  love  decline  ; 
Youth   and   fresh    manhood's   sure    ne'er    did 
lovelier  shine. 

Close  linked  to  thine,  my  heart 
United  in  love's  tie, 
Reckless  of  envy's  art, 
Reveals  its  sympathy  ; 

Yes,  thus  would  own  for  thee  a  friendship  strong 
and  high. 
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ACROSTIC  LINES  TO  JOHN  WM.  MEAD, 

OF    CALAIS. 

June's  bright  gems  of  beauteous  roses 
On  thy  young  cheeks  seem  to  glow  ; 
Health  its  loveliest  bloom  discloses, 
None  but  Nature  could  paint  so. 

What  winning  virtues  sweetly  pleasing 
In  all  thy  actions  are  impressed  ! 
Love,  too,  in  every  smile  still  beaming, 
Like  dew  drops  on  the  rose's  breast  ; 
In  vain  my  muse  would  aim  at  weaving 
A  chaplet  meet  thee  for  enwreathing  ; 
Matchless,  thy  worth  must  stand  confessed. 

Might  then  this  favour  me  be  granted, 
Excuse  for  what  must  failure  prove  ; 
A  will  I  had,  the  way  I  wanted, 
^ue  praise  to  give  the  friend  I  love. 
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ACROSTIC     LINES 

TO    ROBERT    MACCORMAC,    ESQ.,    OF   BELFAST. 

Robed  in  the  freshness  of  thy  youthful  bloom, 
On  thy  young  brow  fair  beauty's  impress  sealed, 
Bright  smiles  are  thine,  like  sunbeams'  glance  at 

noon, 
Each  grace  by  them  more  sweetly  still  revealed. 
Refinement  adds  its  rich  adorning  charm 
To  what  in  thee  with  love  each  heart  must  warm. 

Mild  as  the  zephyr's  breath  in  summer  even 
And  gentle  as  the  dewdrop's  fall  at  morn, 
Can  tempers  lovelier  than  thine  own  be  given. 
Can  yet  more  pleasing  influence  youth  adorn? 
Oh  no,  each  look,  each  smile  that  lights  thy  lace. 
Reveals  the  sweetness  of  the  mind  within. 
Mak<r  of  all  !  impart  the  crowning  grace, 
And  shield  from  harm  and  save  from  wounding 

sin, 
Ceaseless,  till  life  shall  close  and  heaven's  brighl 

joys  begin. 

11 
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MARY  ANN. 


As  a  delicate  rosebud  blooming, 

All  the  air  around  perfuming, 

Or  a  lovely  lily  growing, 

Its  rich  grace  and  beauty  showing, 

Or  sweet  violets  waking  early, 

And  the  Spring-time  decking  rarely, — 

So  violets,  lilies,  rosebuds  be 

Like  what  Mary  Ann's  to  me. 

As  the  brilliant  star  of  morning, 

Herald  of  the  daylight  dawning, 

Or  the  sun  in  splendour  rising, 

Gilding  brightly  the  horizon, 

Or  the  rainbow  proudly  arching 

Heaven's  high  crest  when  storms  are  parting, — 

So  stars  and  suns,  and  rainbows  be 

Like  what  Mary  Ann's  to  me. 

As  gems  in  rich  tiara  shining, 
Around  the  monarch's  brows  entwining, 
Or  pearls  of  precious  lustre  gleaming 
On  robes  of  state  with  bright  revealing, 
Or  diamonds  pure  which  blaze  and  sparkle 
And  with  their  beauty  bright  eyes  dazzle — 
So  gems  and  pearls  and  diamonds  be 
Like  what  Mary  Ann's  to  me. 
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Sweet  her  voice  as  songs  of  morning, 
Rich  her  smiles  as  day's  adorning, 
Pure  her  thoughts  as  devvdrops  pearly, 
Love  like  hers  we  meet  with  rarely  ; 
Flowers  that  bloom  then,  stars  that  twinkle, 
Gems  that  shine  or  dews  that  sprinkle, 
Wonder  not  if  these  things  be 
Like  what  Mary  Ann's  to  me. 
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MELANCHOLY   MUSINGS. 

Bird  of  the  wild  and  Avandering  wing, 

So  lonely,  and  loved,  and  free, 
Oh  might  I  join  in  thy  journeying, 

Far  over  mountain  and  sea. 

Again  would  we  seek  the  fair  land  of  France, 

With  sunshine,  joy,  and  song, 
Again  on  loved  faces  there  we  would  glance, 

Ere  we  passed  on  our  way  along. 

We  would  visit  Ausonia's  orange  groves, 
Shedding  their  rich  fragrance  far, 

And  list  to  the  song  of  the  Troubadour's  loves, 
And  the  notes  of  the  sweet  guitar. 

We  would  seek  too  Italians  sunny  plains, 

And  the  city  of  ancient  pride, 
Where    religion    has    reared    her    magnificent 
shrines, 

To  the  faith  of  the  Crucified. 

We  would  hasten  to  tread  the  sacred  earth 

The  Incarnate  trod  before, 
And  to  view  the  place  of  His  wondrous  birth 

On  Palestine's  holy  shore. 
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To  more  distant  lands  we  would  wing-  our  way, 

To  broad  Afric's  sultrv  srlades  ; 
Or  with  Burman's  rest  from  the  noontide  ray, 

Neath  the  Indians  palmy  shade. 

Ah  me  !  would  this  ease  my  heart  of  pain, 

Consumed  with  an  inward  grief? 
Would  it  light  with  joy  this  breast  again, 

Or  bring  for  its  woes  relief  ? 

Would  it  pluck  therefrom  the  envenomed  sting 

Foul  envy  has  planted  there  ? 
Would  it  heal  the  wound  which  now  saps  life's 
spring  ? 

Or  away  its  memory  wear  ? 

Bird  of  the  wild  and  wandering  wing, 

©        ©* 

Like  thee  I  can  know  no  rest ; 
Morn's  golden  dawn,  and  eve's  sliadowing, 
Alike  find  me  thus  unblest. 

One  hope  alone  doth  my  bosom  cheer, 

Like  a  star  a1  midnight  hum-. 
Though  nought  else  but  pain  1  ran  know  here, 

I  shall  soon  be  past  its  power. 
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Yes,  soon  shall  I  soar  from  this  world  away, 
To  realms  which  surmount  thy  flight, 

And  eagle-like  gaze  on  the  Source  of  day, 
In  the  realms  of  cloudless  light. 

No  temple  is  there,  it  needs  not  the  dome, 

No  sorrow,  for  sin  shall  cease, 
No  wanderings  more,  for  we've  gained  our  home, 

No  pain,  for  there  all  is  peace. 
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THE    MESSIAH. 

I  SING  of  Jesus,  my  Almighty  Lord, 

My  glorious  Saviour,  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 

Jehovah's  image,  the  Incarnate  Word, 

Who  vanquished  death,  and  robbed  him  of 
his  sting. 

But  who  can  worthily  set  forth  his  praise, 
His  wonderful  perfections  all  declare, 

Sufficiently  extol  his  sovereign  grace, 

Or  tell  his  acts,  which  vast  and  mighty  are  ? 

Spirit  of  God  !  my  heart  with  love  inflame, 
With  warmest  gratitude  my  breast  inspire, 

And  while  I  sing  Messiah's  glorious  name, 
Oh  touch  my  lips  with  consecrated  fire. 

Inspired  by  thee,  the  ancient  royal  bard, 
Sung  sweetly  of  the  covenant  of  his  God, 

In  rapturous  strains  praised  his  Incarnate  Lord, 
And  felt,  by  faith,  the  virtue  of  his  blood. 


104 


Hail !  Jesus,  Prince  of  the  Angelic  host, 

In  Heaven,  or  earth,  none  can  with  thee  com  - 
pare ; 
Of  thee  my  spirit  makes  her  joyful  boast, 

And  longs  thy  kingdom   and  thy  crown  to 
share. 

Though  choirs  seraphic  ceaseless  hymned  thy 
praise, 

And  veiled  their  face  before  thy  awful  throne, 
Thou  didst — such  was  thy  love  to  Adam's  race — 

The  robe  of  frail  mortality  put  on. 

In  resignation  to  thy  Father's  will, 

Affliction's  varied  forms  thou  didst  endure, 

His  holy  law's  demands  thou  didst  fulfil, 

And  preached  the  gospel  to  the  afflicted  poor. 

And  when  at  last  the  awful  hour  was  come, 
So  long  by  ancient  holy  seers  foretold, 

Thou  didst  a  sacrifice  for  man  become, 

And  for  his  crimes  to  death  was  basely  sold. 

But  who  can  paint  thy  sufferings,  or  reveal 
The  anguish  that  oppressed  thy  troubled  soul ; 

The  sorrows,  blessed  Jesus,  thou  didst  feel, 
A.Vhen  waves  of  anguish  over  thee  did  roll  ? 
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The  sun  refused  to  look  upon  the  deed, 
And  hid  his  face  behind  the  veil  of  night, 

Mourning  to  see  his  great  Creator  bleed, 

Eclipsed   upon   the  Cross  the  world's  great 
light. 

The  cold  and  lonely  tomb  thy  form  did  press, 
When  death  did  seize  thee  for  his  lawful  prey  ; 

But  soon  thy  greater  power  had  to  confess, 
When  captive  thou  didst  lead  captivity. 

This  latest  enemy  thou  didst  overcome, 

And  rose  triumphant  from  his  dark  abode  ; 

Ascended  to  thy  glorious  heavenly  home, 

Where  dwells  thy  Eternal  Father  and  thy 
God. 

Here  for  thine  own  thou  dost  prepare  a  place, 
And  soon  wilt  take  them  home  with  thee  to 
reign. 

Oh,  Saviour  !  bless  me  with  thy  heavenly  grace, 
Then  death  to  me  will  be  eternal  gain. 
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LINES  ON  THE  OLD  YEAR,  1854. 

The  year  has  passed  !   how  swiftly  !  on  Time's 

all  hurrying  wing. 
Where  is  now  its  golden  summer,  or  its  smiling 

hours  of  spring  ? 
Its    harvest's    joyous    period,    with    its    rich 

autumnal  glow, 
Its   glad   and  festive  seasons,  or    its   times  of 

grief  and  woe  ? 
They  now  are  gone,  and  numbered  with  the 

years  beyond  the  flood, 
But  on  their  wings  a  message  they  have  carried 

up  to  God, 
How  Sabbaths,  with  their  blessings,  have  been 

by  us  improved, 
How  prayer  has  been  attended,  and-pious  duties 

loved. 

The  year  has  passed  !  it  witnessed  war's  fierce 
and  dire  alarms, 

The  murderous  din  of  battle,  and  the  furious 
shock  of  arms, 

The  tumult  and  the  carnage,  and  the  garments 
rolled  in  blood, 

By  Balaklava,  Inkermann,  and  Alma's  winding- 
flood. 


107 


Ah  me  !  what  wailing  sorrow  has  burst  froin 
hearts  bereaved, 

What  bitter  tears  have  fallen,  what  mournful 
sighs  been  heaved, 

For  the  brave  and  mighty  heroes  laid  prostrate 
nn  the  field, 

For  the  husband,  brother,  lover,  who  their  pre- 
cious lives  did  yield. 


The  year  has  passed  !  the  pestilence,  with  grim 

and  stealthy  tread, 
Came  from  its  secret  place,  and  revelled  o'er  its 

many  victims  dead. 
The  marble  hall  so  stately,  and  the  cottage  mean 

and  low, 
Alike  received  the  visits  of  the  dread  and  noi- 
some foe. 
One  noble  heart  was  smitten,  to  memory  still 

endeared, 
For  each  brave  and  manly  virtue,  and  a  father's 

sake  revered, 
Oh   deep,  and  sad,  and  heavy,  was   the   grief 

throughout  the  land, 
"When  bowed  the  noble  Jocelyn,  'neath  the  grisly 

tyrant's  hand. 
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The  year  has  passed !  but  Mercy,  with  lavish 
bounty,  crowned 

The  wishes  of  the  husbandman,  and  plenty  did 
abound  ; 

Our  hearts  with  joy  most  grateful,  God's  good- 
ness then  would  own, 

Though  clouds  and  darkness  veil  him,  yet  jus- 
tice guards  his  throne. 

Oh  let  us  then  most  humbly  to  him  address  our 
prayer, 

That  he  would  ever  make  us  the  objects  of  his 
care  ; 

That  wars,  and  plague,  and  pestilence,  from  off 
the  earth  may  cease, 

Our  land  be  filled  with  plenty,  and  blessed  with 
love  and  peace.* 


*  The  year  1854  witnessed  the  commencement  of  the 
Eussian  war ;  at  the  same  time  these  islands  were  visit  ed 
with  cholera,  which  numbered  among  its  victims  Yiscount 
Jocelyn,  son  of  the  Earl  of  Eoden  ;  but  the  year  was  crowned 
with  an  abundant  harvest. 
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